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To the Worſhipful, 

My very Noble Friend, 
THOMAS BROW N,,Elq; 
Of Elſing-Hall in Norfolk : 
All Happinels, @c. . 


SIR), 


O preſent ſo generous a friend 

(uch a Trifle, {uch a Farce of 

Folly, in return of Favours, 

of (uch Value as Yours, were to deal 
with You as an Indian; Clals, for 
Gold ; ſhadowes for ſubſtances : 
My bluſhes ſure{ if I have any teft?) 
muſt needs detect the treachery of 
my trafftick ; and, for a Cheat, ex- 
A 3 plode 


o 


EPISTLE DEDICATORY. 
plode me Elſng-Hall, (which hath 
' hitherto been my Indices) whil' ft 
| theſe Papers rough and impolite, I 
prefent as Pearls, which are, and let 
me be fqr once jngenuous 3 No bet- 
ter than thoſe petty Pebles, I pickt 
out of the Park Beck, would they 
were half ſo ſalid,or ſo clear! How- 
ever, Sir, deigne it acceptance, may 
be I have told Yau the worſt, if na- 
_ thingellſe prevailes ? You'l find in 
it the beauteous brace of Elſeng, 
which will, I am confident, be ſo far 
my {weet and amiable Advocates, 
You cannot but accept it for their 
ſakes, if not his, whoſe higheſt am- 
bition aims but at the Honour of 
cantinuiog, 


STR, 
Your loweſt Servant, 
M. Stevenſon. 
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*(WEAEZSSSSEAQD: 
To the Accompliſh'd, and his 


Ingenious Friend, 


Mr. MaTTiHew STEvENsSo N, 
On His Facetious Poems. 


Ell me no more of Lawreated Bex., 

| A Shakeſpbear and Fletcher,once the wiſer mn. 
Their AR (*tis true) were Sublime ! yet 1 eg 
They'r all Reviſedly compos'd in Thee. 
Here the ſwoln Critick, Ideot, and Huff, 
Shall bice their Fingers, ſwear they aye exoogh: 
Whilſt chat the Leatned and Sagacious Wir, 
Shall ſpeak thy worth, 'tis excellent well wriz; 

So that thy Poem, juſtly ſtiled, runs, 

Not defſun& Jebys, but living Srevenſons, 


Arth. Tichborne, 
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To the fair Madan M.H.. at. 
Sharington- Hall';n Norfolk... .- 


My Thzam «is higher than it oſe' 
And yet, unleſs! HeriSelf inſpire, 
My Muſe and I are ne're the Higher, 

Fancy ſub'ime thy ſelf, and raiſe 

Some rapcure, 'tis an Angel's praiſe; 

I can a due to Great Oaes: give, 

Bur She is a Superlative'; 

B 


Ts M#-now or never- ( Maſe ) 
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What's writ of Her muſt be expreſt 
Above my Sclf a Sphear at leaſt ; 
Others, ( and charcoo may ſuffice 
I ſerve with ſingle Sacrifice : 

But to her Altar he that comes, 
Can bring no leſs than heccatombs., 

Fen thouſand Hearts may Sacrifice--- 
And burn themſelyes in her bright Eyes. 
=_ i is a perpetual May, ... - 

nd fairer tha e« milky way. - 2 
Something ch b nk Fane? Mes 
But I cannot tell what cis I ſee; 

For, if I cou'd define the bliſs ; 

Alas ! it were not what its: 

Her Soul does through her Body ſhine, 

An1 makes the whole, wholly Divine ; 
Her Ingenuity* is fuch | 
Impoſlible to praiſe too much : 

Nor hat! my Language been ſo free, 
But here's no fear of flattery : 

For, when I've done, Fye ſed no mere 
Than all that knew Her, knew before. 
Go number all the Stars of | Heayen z- 
Her praiſes, and thoſe Stars are-even, 

I might her Trophies higher rear, 

And truly too, but I forbear 
Left if Her Fame be further hurl'd 

I make a Bonfire of the World ; 
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Some happier Pen, his own and yirtue's Friend 
Come and Begin Her Praiſes where I End. 


ECIEZEZEELSIESEEIZLSLSLE 
To my Lord B. 


Never had, as yet, the grace, 
My Lord co fee Your Honors Face. 
And yet I know You, by that Name, 
Spreads and perfumes the Wings of Fame. 
A Name that may (as well as She) 
Pretend to an Ubiquity. 
For Your ExtraRion, *cis ſo High, 
As it tranſcends my H-raldry; 
Bur, what is Higher yer chan it; 
L You ire the Prodigy of Wit, 
Which does You to the World evince, 
+ | By Birtha Lord, by Parcs a Prince. 
I might ſay more, bu this is tuch, 
Troth, I'm afraid I've {ed coo much. 


—— — 
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To the Boy that brought up the 
Bottles of bad I ine. 


Aſtard to Bacchw, Pluto's Ganymed ! 
Is this your Sack>Dam' ye *cis pald *cis dead, 

"Tis flat, *cis worſe, *cis horſpox'd with a ſtum 
Beneach the Vaulc of Yizuperium, 
Faugh !. bring ſuch paulery Porteis waſh to me? 
Tartar, take heed, I'le lay ye by the Lee, 
(Rat) I will Thee into the Bunghole drive 
And Digby-like ingredient Thee alive, | 
With Snaes and Vipers by my Chymick craft, 
And quaff ty Youth vp for my Mornings draft, 

But, if your Maſter ſhall in faulc appear ? 
As ſeldom Vintner burt's Adulterer : 
Then, Grrah, you ſhall run and preſs a Carr, 
Mean while 7'le ſentence kim at his own Barr ; 
Yet, it h; won'd 2aother Vintage live ? 
(A perro!l chat. my patience farce can give) 
Let him run down, and &r21y me in a trice, 
Sack he to Baucbus ſelf would incrifices 
A Fuwe. that no rar © p operty may lack, 
Sprigi.cly, and UaRtious, Rich, and Racie a_ 
ac 
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Sack that wou'd make the gods of old fo crank 
To ſwear, till now, they never NeGar drank; 
Then ſhall his Houſe and Cellar haye my praiſe 
And for a Buſh, I'le give Him my own Bayes, 
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Upon Madam A, C. a fair 
Lady that dyed of the Small-Pox. 


O the unruly Blood did over-boil, 
That beauty is it ſelf become a toil. 
The furious Feayer all advantage takes, 
And thus a ſhadow of a Sun-beam makes, 
Her cryſtal cheeks,thart cha!leng'd once all praiſe 
Are now berainbow*d with refraRed Rayes. 


. Forme ! yet forbear, and not a reaſon ask, 


Since Heaven is pleas'd to put thee on this mak ; 
Let no repining open any Lips, 
Shall Heaven the Sun,and nor thy Face Eclipſe ? 
Heaven has revok'd the radianc- that he gave, 
WhereLove had once his Throne, has now his grave. 
Not but her Soul, that Spark Immorca!, burns 
Bright in Dark- Lanchorns, or obſcurer Urnes, 
Whoſe forme,though faded,and her Face uneven, 
Through this red-latice found the way to heaven. 
B 3 What 
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What though diſtempcrs moulder the Mud-wall, 
Capcives are ranſom'd where the Priſons tall, 
Was it no? time to quit that batrer'd Fore, 
Where every Pimple was a Sally-port 2 

Bur ſhe has ended now her Chriſtian wars, 

And chus in tryumph carrys off her ſcars. 


z6,CESEZSTILAZEZEESELESESD 


Upon John Robinſon, a pretty 
Witty Boy, that never Suckt. 


Ee here what rarely comes to pals, 
A Babe that neyer Suckling was. 

No Milk did ever Him refreſh, 
But ſuch as he might eat, the fleſh: 
Hts Mothers breaſt oft made him quiet ; 
Yet, as bis Pillow, not his Dier, 
Hw Infancy He fo out-ran, 
Thit Adam like, He was born Man. 
Wi hina Year, or ſuch a Space 
Hi: Feet and T onoue kepr equal pace ; 
H's Underſtanding, had it room, 
H .d ſpoken in his Mochers Womb. 
Wizere he in ſilence liv'd, wart! 
H $s Orgars cou'd pronounce his will, 


o——_ 
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His Face preſents in every thing 

A lively Landskip of the Spring. 

He chat for 7uze or Fuly ſeeks, 

No Almanack needs, but his cheeks ; 
When brisker Rayes ſhoot from his Eyes, 
'Tis May, and April when he cries. 
For roundneſs, and complexion, 

His Face is juſt an Apple-Johs. 

His Locks are Gold, and eyery Haire, 
Nat-re hss curl'd into a ſnare, 

His Body is all over bright, 

As Pelop's ſhoulder, Heavenly white ; 
Ard as it is as white as Milk, 

It is again as ſoft as Silk. 

Say, have ye not in Temples ſeen 


The Pourtrai& of a Cherabin? 
Suffice it, though ye know him not, 
You have his very PiQure got. 


— =o 
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Upon Madam E.B.of Blakeny 
in Nort. a beautiful Child. 


Weet pretty bloſſom, bloomy thing, 
The pride, and glory of the Spring. 
B 4 Come 


_——_ 


8 P O-E MS: 
Come Painters, come improve-your Arts, 

In due proportions ; See, her parts.....; ,,-.., 
So equal, ſo harmonious. be, dared 
As Nature's choice{t Symmetrie. EP 
Apelles need nor wandring go, ., 1. 
For ſcatter'd features to, ang fro; _; 

For did he hither bur cepaire, _ -..1.-... 
In her they all Colle&iye are, "* 3 

The ſparkling Planers of her.Eyes, 

Are Rivalsto the ſpangled Skies: 

The liquid Rubies of her Lips, - 

The Orient Pearls within Eclipſe, - 

Her Cheeks are inade up of delights. © .: 

Like Roſes, damask- red and whites . 
With a {weer dimple in her Chin, _ ., . ©. 
For Cupid to inhabit in. "Is -! 

Her Nole the Gnomon of her Face, 

As it were Points at every Grace. 

Over which Paradiſe of bliſs, 

Stands a diviner Frontiſpiece, 

T wo myrtle Groves her Ey-brows are, 

If Groves might but wich chem compare: 

The Hair char on heriſhoplder lies, * 

Is bur che ſhadow of her Eyes. 

Whilſt che pale drooping Lily ſtands 

Aſham'd to fee her wither*d hands. 

What then may we expeR, when time 

Has ripen'd her inty hier prime ? 


— ineft ſux gratis paryi, Upon 
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Upon ſome (Jentlemen Rowing 


down the River, on Friday, Fune 


the laſt, an exceeding bot Day. 


Hen Roſie June was in eff-& 
Ended, and July New Ele&; 
A Jolly crew cogetber mer, 


Some parche wich hear, ſome ſtew'd in ſweat: 


A goodly Barg*, and gorgeous Saile, 
They had, bur (ſave their ftighs) no Gale. 
To \well-cheir Canyas; ſure as Death, 
The Elements were our ot breach, 

Yer gencle Zephyr, thoughe not far, 
Fann'd *em long the Cryſtal Yarr : 
Whoſe Wate-r- Citizens did play, 

And made Themſelves a Holy-day. 

The frisking' try wore Coats of Males, 
Which Nature made them of their Scales. 
And all fo tull of Courage were, 

As every Fiſh had been a Dare. 

True T routs ab- ve, as they did row, 
-ate Cipling to the T reuts below. 

So plealancly chey licke che.r Diſhes, 


You wou'd haye ſworn they drank like Fiſhes. 
On 
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On either fide, each Brimmer fills, 
Till they grew red about the Gills. 

Bnt all this while Phabu ſtood by, 
As he had other Fiſh co fry; 
And charg'd *em with his piercing beams, 
RefleRed from the ſmooth-fac'd ſtreams ; 
His furiaus Rayes doubly defrpn'd, 
To melt *%m, and to make *am blind, 
"Tis pitty none a Cloak had on, 
And more, no Wind engag'd the Sun. 
Nag none, whoſe fervour could inyoke 
A Cloud to lend the Sun a Cloak, 
Bur ſee, and ne'er more need than now, 
A gentle Willow gave a Bough : | 
And made 'em the compleateſt Arbour, | 
Never had Veſlel ſuch a Harbour : 
There did they deck the Board with chear, 
And what is not a dainty there ? 
Where every One a ſtomack pyt, 
Wou'd even defie a Maſtard- por. 
For Beer, the Men were fo well bred, 
Always to ſpeak well of the dead, 
And for Tobacco, as *cis fir, 
The Pipes did play che praiſe of it. | 
The Wine well water'd, and well ſtopt, 1 
Drank cool as Snow from Mountains dropt. | 

But, as They in cheir ambuſh ſnug'd, | 
And ſometimes Pip'd, and ſometimes Jug'd ; 


They 
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They kend a Fleet, but from the Main-yard, 
Cou'd not diſcoyer Dutch, or Spanyard : 

Some ſaid, whoſe Eyes could berter ſee'r, 

'T was the white Squadron, or Plate fleet. 

Buc chey proy'd Silyer-feather'd Gallies, 

That vs'd to mike Freſh-water fallies. 

Their N:cks their M1ſts, which no ſtorm reels, 
Their Feet, th-ir Oars, and Bellies, keels, 
Their Wings, their Saylcs,their battery charmes, 
And theretore they ſtood to their Armes, 
And as they did in Triumph Ride, 

They gave the Bargers a Broad-fide ; 

Their Admiral bore up (o ſtout, 

{ They durſt have ſworn he wou'd have fought, 
Yet not a Gun fir'd from their Bark, 

Thovgh never Men had fairer mark : 

Yer they had Fire, and Match, and A'l, 

Burt neither Powder, nor yet Ball. 

And, what is worſe, ebeir Teeth now grew 

In want of Ammunition too, 

| Time came to part, for now the Wine, 

T obaceo, Beer, and Sun decline. 

The back of many a Tench they had 

Bur not the Belly of one Maid : 

Venus had ſent 'em Females fair and freſh, 

' Bur F1 id) (chough her day) was not for Fle 


Upon 
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Upon a:Country Parſon and his 
Man, and a Pariſhoner whoſe Name 


was lvorie. 


He Parſon ſued bim *cavuſe he call'd him knave 
For which poor Ivory 7, and 6.pence gave: 

And ſo at fix and ſevens chey boch drank on, 
That,e're they wene away,they were quite gone. 
The ſeven and fix pence fo had Ivory ſtir'd, 
He cou'*d not giye the Parſon a good word, 
Nay, ſuch a doſe he to lt1s Temples gave, 
Thar,if he won'd ? he con'e not call him knave ; 
And,(what I coa'd have wiſh'c had nor been true) 
The liberal doſe filenc'd the Parſon too, 
"This hap, alas! bd never come to pals, 
Had bur the Prieſt concluded wich his Glaſs. 
Bur Cuppey cupt ſo much, the Sack ran down 
All the negleRed Pretace of his Gown, 
$o all be-burter'd roo, as it (alack) 
The Prieſt had in his Stomack m:ll*d the Sack. 
His Man t00 drunk,wcl made him michche bolder 
Yer got no Sack, ſave one upon his ſhoulder ; 
He ree!'d about, and ran at ev: ry Sheif, 
And neicher kaew his Ma{t r, cor himlclf. 


Ivory | 
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Ivory aſleep fell down, and in the cloſe, 

Did, for an Ivory, get a ſcarlet Noſe. 

They that before ſo preat a noiſe did keep, 

Now ſlept,and in the righteſt ſenſe, Fox- ſleep. 
The Popinjay one Fuddle had before, 

Bur when theſe three were there,then i it had four, 
And while they ſlept ſecure, in came the Watch 
And does this pickel'd Congregation Cacch; 
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Upon a Dog call'd Fudle,turn- 
ſpit at the Popinjay in Norwich. 


Udle, why fo ? ſome Fudle-cap ſure came 
Into the Room, and gave him his 0wn-name. 

How ſhould he catch a Fox? He'l curn his back 
Upon Tobacco, Beer, French-wine, or Sack. 
A Bone his Jewel is; and he does ſcorn 
With «£ſop's Cock, to wiſh a Barley-corn, 
There's not a ſoberer Dog, I know in Norwich, 
What « pox, wou'd ye have him drunkwich porridg? 
T his I conteſs, be goes a round, a round, 
A hundred times, and never couches ground ; 
And in the midle Region of che Aire, 
He draws a Circle like a Conjurer. 


We 
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With eagerneſs, he ſtill does forward tend, 
Like Siſyphus, whoſe Journey has no end, 

He is the Soul, (if Wood has ſuch a thing ?) 
And living Poſe of a wooden Ring, 

He is advanc'd above his Fellowes, yet 

He does not for it the leaſt Enyy pet. 

He does above the !ſle of Doggs commence, 
And wheels th' inferiour Spic by influence. 

This though befalls his more laborious Lot, 

He is the Dog-ſtar, and his Days are hot. 

Yer, with chis comfort, there's no fear of burning, 
Cauſe all this while ch'induſtrious wretch is turning: 
Then no more Fudle ſay, Give him no ſpurns, 
But wreck your tene on one chat never turns. 
Ard call him, it a proper Name he lack, 

A Four-foort Huftler, or a Living Jack. 


£234224424446404643i.4.4.3.. 
Upon 4 Confident Chaſt Young 


AD Ys 


\ Hen ocabells firſt I ſaw, 

She ſeed to give her looks no Law: 
Methought her Eyes like Roſia's Haire, 
Frolickt, and wanton'd with the Aire. 


The 
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The bold, and careleſs Amazon 
Fronfed, and fir'd on eyery ofle, 
As who ſhould ſay, ſh: meant to try 
The power-of her Chaſtity, 

She would at Masks and Plays appear, 
As neicher ſlave to place, nor fear, 
Preſaming ſhe could, as ſhe liſt, 
Thoſe Opportunities rehiſt. 

I know not what to think on't more, 
She was, and ſhe was not a Whore, 
For thoſe bewicching looks of hers, 
Made many Hearts Adulterers:; 
Sometimes ſhe'd Vizor-Mask her Face 
And Sakers in the Port-boles place. 
Which maugre great Achilles Shield, 
Like Bafliuks, at diftance kill'd, 

So Venus with her naked Breaſt, 
Could Mars himſelf in Armes decrelt. 
] often pitcy'd her, and ſaid, 

Alas ! *cis too much for a Maid. 

The Fly char wantons with che Flame, 
Betrays its V Vings.unto the ſame; 
And She, for all her Proweſs, may 
Too ſoon be canghc-mn her own Play ; 
And juftly fall a Sacrifice, 

To the Man-flaughter of her Eyes, 


oi 
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To the thrice-Lovely Guiana. 


Uiana's like a Cedar ſtreight, 
Purely proportion'd as to height, 
She wears a Crown of Maiden- haire; 
No Chaplet half ſo rich, ſo rare. 
Her Fore- head fair is, ſmooth and high,” 
A Throne beficting Majeſty. 
Two Rainbowes arch her Orient Eyes, 
VVhich them apain:with beams ſupplies, * 
On her fair Cheeks enamel'd are 
The Armes of York and pg wh 
Indeed there's nothing in her Face, 
Bur is a glory to the Place. 
GUIANA is Rhetoricall, 

And has a ready Wi: withall ; 
Like Sappho, whom in formet Ages 
Plato admir'd, and all the 'Sapes. 
Her quick and quaint delivery ſich is, 
As She out-vies the Northern Ditches.. 
She has the Comman wealth of Wit, © * 
VVhich makes ſo great a dearth of it's 
It poſſible, her Tongue wou'd grace, 
Beyond the Rhetorick of her Face, 


/ 


Guiana 
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Guiana in Her Morning Dreſs, 
Trips like a ſprightly Sheppardels. 
She dances, it She will, or no; 

As it her Feet did meaſures know, 

So even, ſo ſweet are Her adyances ; 
That, if She do but walk, She dances. 
Her motions, Planet-like, are made 
Trayerſe, Oblique and Retrograde. 
Her trips ſo ſmooth are, and ſo ſweet, 


The Ground grows proud to kiſs her Feet; 


Guiana, it She pleaſe to ling, 
Uranis (traic her Lute does bring , 
And hearing then ſo ſweet a noife, 
Sers down and tunes it at her Voice, 
Where e're her pleaſant accents come, 
The Syrens of the Groves are dumb, 
Her Tongue, indeed, is cun'd with bliſh, 
Who wou'd not ſuch a Conſort wiſh ? 
For Perſon, Parts, for Dance, or Voice, 
All are ſo (weet, there is no choice, 


C 
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Upon Guwiana's Farewell to 


Sharington. 


Arewell! a pretty Rory faith, if I 
No better fare, I need not Roaſt-meat cry: 
Farewell! impoſlible ; Can I farewell, 
When ſhe has raz'd and ſacke my Citadell, 
Well, Go Guiana, and be happy roo, 
What ever Sharington or Norwich do, 
Ah ſweet! ah fair ! but fince there's no relief, | 
April ſhall help us eo ſhower out our ppiet, 
Me thought I ſaw, juſt as ſhe bad God by, 

The drooping flowers hang down their heads & dy. 
Her haſt was hence ſo ſpeedy, as there was 
No Roſe, or Lilly blown, but in her Face. | 
Oaly the Violec (and that grace ſhe deigns) 
Packt up its Purple in ber purer Veines. 
Yet jſt as ſhe was going out of Town, 
Peeps a gay Tulip, and preſents a Crown, 
The Citizens of che Aire their Anthems fing, 
To my Guiana Goddeſs of the Spring : 
She folds her fairer Lips, and at her call, 
Comes Blackdird,Linic, Alph, Thruſh, Nightingal, 
Melodious 


' 


, 
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Melodious warb'ers, with her Coach they moye, 


{ And make the hedges and high-ways a Gove. 


Thus flo«ers,thus dirds,thus all muſt with hergo 

See, | e, what thole maenerick Eyes can do ! 

And yer ( {everer ſtars 1) my telt I find 

Wou'd be moſt forward, am the m--{t b-bind; 

What then adds this to me ? where's my relief, 

T his ſpeaks her tryumph, bur, alaſs 1 my prief. 
Endymion's Miis «b erves her monthly wane, 

And with fu'l Fac: repa:rs her Orb again. 

The Summer S»iſtice comes as W'ncer goes, 

Day follows Night 2nd ebbs fucce-d chew flowes, 

The Swallow woodcock, Stork and C ceo too 

Know their Returns, as well as cheir Adieu : 

But, ah ! ſhe bids {arewell, and bopeles I 

Muft with the Swan fing my own Dirge and die; 
O bow ſhe pack: her ſpoils! more captive hearts 

Than Argus e're had Eyes, or Cupid Darts | 

Thus beauty plays the chief, fair Rachel! Role 

Her Fathers Gods, Guiana fair my Soul, 

V Vhich I cou'd be content to ler her do, 

Were ſhe ſo kind to take my Body too ; 

Bur ſince her ſtay is ſubje& ro no ſpell, 

Let me be miſerable, ſo ſhe fare-well. 


Vixque yaledixi pleno fingultivia ore. | 
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To.my Honoured Friend Mr. 


J. W. Student im Lincolns Inne, 
pon the Death of bis dear Wife 
Mrs. A. W. 


ngratulate I cannot, nor complain, 

My Theme is equal, as to lols, or gain; 
True, a dear Wife, yet not of her beresyen, 
Where wou'd you lay up tresſure,but in Heayen? 
Thas half in Heaven, and half on Earth you are 
You keep poll flion here, She has it there: 

Nor is ſhe dead, though Earth her earth ſtil keep, 
Sinners are ſaid to dye, bur Saints to ſlzep. 
No, ſhe now only lives and tryumphs, where 
Her Workhouſe,like her Works muſt follow her. 

This may within your forrows Citcle fall, 
You want a Copie of th' Original : 
We can'cdeny it; ans chat this is rue, 
More are to mourning Legacy d chan you z 
Her Soul was not, though B«dy, thus berefe 
For wanting Iſlue, ſhe Example letr, 
To which ſhe may for a Memorial truſt, 
When Marbl-, and Poſterity are duſt 

What 
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What if her Womb were in her wiſhes croſt ? 
Where there's no Labour, there's no labour loſt, 
For my pate, I think wh can ſcape withour, 
Thoſe pains and perils, ed not co cry out, 
Some that ber har leis Life knew, gather thence 
She ſcap*d che curſe. and dy'd in Innocence. 
And,though no Mother,yer a hopeful Bride : 
She liv'd an Angel, ard a Fheznix dy'd. 

Sure Overbury prophecy*d her Life, 

Or he had been to ſeek for a pood Wife. 
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AnELtsy upon Mr.Robert 
Doughty of Grayes Inn, depriv'd 
of his Spouſe, 


Tz generous bumour, «nd appreved wit, 
To after Apes ſhall thy Name tranſmir, 
Whilſt thy dear Memory lives with us,and ſhall 
Witch the World only have a Funeral, 

True, he whoſe Coffin in a Church finds room, 
Has both the walls, and windows for his Tomb. 
Buc thou doſt neighbour to the vulgar lay, 

To conſecrate (as *ewere) cheir common clay. 
C3 T hat 
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That when we ceaſe ovr ſor! ows to purſue, 
Heayen mav ſupply thy Ura with kindlyer dew. 
Tar on ''v Grave thy Vertue's flowers may grow 
Till W: :<c on chee Pearls and D amonds ſtrow. 
Thy '-ce, ! pitty, Love and Fortunes rage, = 
To m-ke Gray's Inn fo long thy Hermitage, 
An cruel 'air ! An far trom thy deſert ! 
Thou brok'it thy mind co her has broke thy heart. 
Whac time chou firſt did't homage to her Eyes, 
Thou wer: her Seryant, now her Sacrifice : 
Let hearcs play faſt and looſe,thou now art gone 
Unto a witneſs, knows {ke was thine own. 
VVho-(ah ! ſometimes fach Planers interyene) 
But for her Mother, had a Mother been, 
Where then is conſcience?ſuch is juſtice dearth, 
That Matches made inHeaven,ſcarce hold on earth, 
Farewell fond faith, falſe fickle female breath, 
Ther's nothing certain this fide Heaven bur death; 
In this, thy fate thy greatneſs does proclame, 
A noble inſtance of a generous flame. 
Nor yet conde:nn we her, who knows but ſhe 
May ope thy Grave, and come to Bed to thee. 
Where you, whoſe ſtars deny'd ic in your Life, 
May mingle Aſhes, and bz Man and VVife, 
And cloze in an inſeparable Bliſs, 
No more a prey to Parents ayarice. 
And who can think ſhe long behind ſhould ſtay, 
Y Vhoſe better halt ſo braycly led the way ? 
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And now (bleſt ſhade) forgive onr ruder verſe, 
Whoſe wither'd Bayes do but profane thy Herſe- 
Such thy beginning was, ſuch was thy End, 

Thy death ir ſelf does to the Life commend. 
Such Rayes thy Morning, ſuch thy Evening gate, 
The Sun ne*er brighter roſe, nor clearer ſate. 
Who writes thy Elegie muſt wake thy duſt, 

And beg aſſiſtance, if he wou'd be juſt. 

For ours infipid is, yet not our fault 

V Vhoſe Eyes, ac preſent, take up all our Salt. 
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Upon Hu M xjes Ties Pro 
greſs into Noriolk,Sept.28.1671. 


Armouth had firſt(O more than happy Port!) 
The honour to receive the King and Court; 

And entertain, Seaſon providing diſhes, 
The King of England, with the King of Fiſhes, 
A Royal Meſs, what Herrings p ay were they? 
Not red,nor white, pickel'd,nor bloat they ſay ; 
No milch,but ail hard rows, ſtrange kind of meat! 
Herrings you mighe dig-ſt, but cou'd not et. 
Whoſe eys were rubies,and whole ſcales were gold, 
Herrings chat neyer ſtinck, though ne'er {o old, 
C 4 The 
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The Senate of the Shoal, whoſe golden Chain, 
Argues *um che Triumyirate of the Main. 
A glittering Trine, but by the way, me thinks, 
*T was no good Supper-meat, Herrings and Links. 
Yet, for all that, ic was good Fiſh when caught, 
Wou'd I'd a ſwill of ſuch at Twelye a Groart. 
Should Norwich pur ſuch Herrings in their Pies, 
Their Charter wou'd be heavier chan Exciſcs 
Oyſters may of their Pearls high value ſer, 
Bue chele are Herrings for a Royal Net, 
To which, add all chat Art or Nature cou'd, 
Nothing cou'd be too dear, nothing too good : 
The treac was whart,or wit,or wealth cou'd give, 
The Cares being like the Gueſts ſuperlative, 
V'Vhole ſuperabundance did contribute more, 
T ban ſome can feaſt their Kings with co the poor, 
Next to his Majeſty, a: the Town-hall, 
His Royal Highne's, Lord High- Admiral, 
Vouchfat'd his Princely Preſence'ſzve theCrown) 
The higheſt honour eve. de'gn'd che Town, 
The Duke of Buckingham, and Monmouth's Graces, 
In the next Sphear took che:r 1luſtrious Places. 
VV:ch other 1.ords of principal account, 
V Vhoſe grandieurs my poor Heraldry ſurmount, 
When the Town ſparkel'd with ſach Cavaliers, 
Yarmouth was {ure Nobly ſupply'd with Peers. 
Had you the Gold that flew abour, the. e ſeen, 
You wou'd have thought you had in Guiny been. 
Pieces 
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Pieces did anſwer Pieces ſhot for ſhor, 

As if chat Gold the art of Guns had got, 
Sure C2ſar's beams, and Sun like Equipage, 
Gilded the Town, and made this Golden Age. 

No Briſto# Milk out of the Conduits ſpun, 
Though not che Conduits. yet the Pipes did run. 
Goblecs, and Gold, they ſhovel our their wealth, 
And chink cheir Wine t90 little for his health, 
Souldizrs and Seryants wich the Coure come down, 
Mighr, at the Feathers, gratis, be bigh-flown, 
They ſay bis Majeſty there Knighted Four, 
I only wonder He did Knight no more : 
For, who obſeryes how they ſet all to rights, 
Wou'd think they a#ed more like Lord; than Ks. 
To thoſe He added, but He gave no Names, 
But anſwer'd for a Ship, nat call'd ic Fames, 
All pleas'd che King, and the King all did pleaſe, 
Never was Day more fu'l of Happineſs ! 

The general joy to ſee his Majeſty, 
Their Acclamations witneſs to the Sky. 
Twelve hundred ſhor, add yer a thouſand more, 
From ſhoar to Sea, and from the Sea to ſhoar, 
With ſuch ſalutes did one another greer, (meer. 
You wou'd have tear'd thatHeaven and earth wou'd 
Salutes are thander'd all abroad che Main, 
Which Neptune anſwers to his Lord again. 
For while the Earth did Eccho wich their joyes, 
The Sea cou'd not torbear co make a noiſe, 
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The very Waves in tumules frer, and fome 
For madneſs, that they cou*d no nearer come, 
Thus was the King whilſt Mount ro Mount roar out 
Befrcg'd with Salurarions round abour. 
The imoak roſe np in Clouds, and made a Night, 
And Lynſtocks were the Candles gave us Light, 
The priming Powders at the t*ach holes flaſh, 
And every Mount a Mountain Zine was: 
Thos Earch and Water carol to their King, 
And, as in Con!lort, Fopean ſing ; 
Farewell tair Yarmouth, and agen farewell, 
VViere noble hearcs, in noble houſes dwell. 
Thy King has judg'd thy great, thy gengrous Town 
A Jewel worthy of a Monarch's Crown, 

Next Norwich ward get Ceſar ſets his face, 
Like $wn-ſhine co a long benighted place. 
The mounted Magiſtrates co meet Him rid, 
And their Formal ties his wellcome bid, 
VVhoſe Perſons. chough confin'd to Ciry ground, 
Their Love and Loyalty yet knows no bound, 
Firſt the Recorder did the whole preſent, 
And gave the King a ſolemn Complement; 
Not empty words, but cruth in ſuch a dreſs, 
A man m:ghr chrough it ſee her nakedneſs. 
"Twas pat and pithy, not a formal ſtory, 
And he*s as we'l now, as Sir Francis Core. 

Next, they ſurrender on their Loyal Kr ces, 
The Cup, the Sword, the Maces, and the Keyes, 
Enſ1gns 
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Enſigns of Power ; and Ce/ar takes 'um too, 
And what does Ceſar take; but-Ceſar 5 due? 
Whilft He, whom our Ele&ion did prefer 
To be the Major, is made che Sword-bearer. 
This was September right, the Senats fall, 

But Royal Rayes rais'd *un agen withall, 
And redeliver'd into bands {o-juſt, 

The Enfigns of Authority, and"truſt. 

N- xe A479n,with bis Sqns,obſerve therr courſe, 

My Lord, with all'the Lords Embafl»dours, 

As th' Holy Prieſt-hgod in Procefiion rod, 

To invite the King unto the Houle of God, 

As once 2 part of the Levitick tem, 

Met Alexander from Hieruſalem. (ches 
Then highborn Howard waits, the King's approge 

Wirth's prancing horſes,and his Princeiy Coaches, 

And withall grace attends his Soveraign home, - 

And does a Landlord co his Lord become. 

Rece:yes his Majeflies at the Dukes Place, 
Which at that time a Royal Palace wss. 

A City rather, and ſo throng'd abour, 

As Norwich City ſeem'd a Suburhs to 't, 

Bur chat the King fill'd both; for People run 

To Royal beams, as Atomes to the Sun, 

Next flockt the Gentry, who as numerous were 
As ewinckles in the Star be-dappgel'd Sphear. . 
Fame hid che ſtreets,there was no room to paſs, 
Sare Norwich then a Populous City was. 

The 
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The Xing may thank Sir Petey Glean that Day ; 

For, but for him, the King had no High-way. 

He clear'd Him a free paſs, where be might ride, 

And Pal'd ic in with Pikes on eicher (ide t 

And Muſquets in cloſe order, all in new 

Red Coats, and all alike lyn'd with crue blew. 

T hus repreſenting to His Majeſſy 

Their Unicy and Uniformity, 

Nor may I here that gorgeons Troop forget, 

Hundreds of florid Citizens that met, 

Their Soveraign Equipr in black and white, 

An obj<& both of wonder and delight : 

Wich Scarlee Ribons in their Hats, co ſhow 

Their Blood was likewiſe st his Service £00. 

Argus bad there met obj: &s worth his Eyes, 

Bur twice as many wou'd noe half ſuffice : 

Windows and walls were nothing elſe you'd think 

Yet deem'd difloyal to theimſe'ves to wink. 

But had you heard the Tempeſt of their Lungs, 

You wou'd have thought them nothing elſe but 

Their Vocal Vollics deafen'd every Ear, | rongues 

And Drums and Trumpets no loud Mufick were, 

They rent the Skies, and tore th: very Ground, 

Muskets and Canors in the yogue were drown'd, 

AndBe#s,thac with ſuch ſwear & pains were rear'd, 

Night have rung backward for ought theywere heard, 

*T was ſuch a cilamour, ſo tranſcending meaſure, 

Thac Bells theraſelycs cou'd not appeal to oo. 
ue 


- 


/ 


MG d 29 
But face abour,here's more yet to be ſeen, 
Two wonders in a Day, the King and Ouees, 
With ſuch a train of Beauties, might our.dare 
Bold Salazine, and Crown a holy Warre. 
Now, Norwich, (ay, to grace thy Hemiſphear, 
The Sun and Moon and Stars at once ſhone there. 
Thus che Pair-Royal are together met, 
And the Dukgs Place more grac'd than eyer yet; 
Where they condufted are into a Room, 
Hung all with Arras treſh come off the Loom. 
Adorn'd wich all magnificence, and quice 
Set round with Flambeux made a Day of Night, 
For Supper, chere I beg to hold my peace 
Think what the Eye,the Ear,the caſt wou'd pleaſe, 
All that they had,nothing did wane that Nighe, 
(Excepe by too coo much,) an Appetite. 
In ſumme the Bill oi tare, ler him prononnce, 
Knows what it is to treat ewo Courts at once, 
Paſton and Hobart did bring in the Mear, 
Who the next day at cheir own houſes creat : 
Paſton to Oxney did his Soveraign bring ; 
And, like Araznab, offer'd as a King. 
Blecklyn ewo Monarcks.and ewo ©ueent has ſeen, 
Qne King fetch thence,another brought a Queen, 
Great Townſend of the trea:s brought up the rear, 
And doubly was my Lord Lieftenant there. 
And now with Norwich,for whoſe ſake I writ, 
Let me conclude ; Norwich did what was fir : 
Or, 
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Or, what with them was poſſible, at lesſt ; 
That City does erioff, rhat does its beſt. 
There the King Knighted the ſo famous Brown. 
Whoſe worth,& learning to the world are known. 
They offer'd to the King at the New-hall, 
Banquets and Guynies, and their hearts wichall, 
For Norwich, true, others may treat more high, 
But to her Power, none more heartily : 

S'bas long a Widov be2n, and cis bat right 
Teaccept 8 Widow, for a Widow?*s Mite: 
Norwich \train'd all, that Norwich cou'd extend, 
Nor cou'd ſhe more, ſhould Foye himſelf deſcend. 


T andem progreditur magna comitante Caterya, 
EZEZSIELISIEASIELESZSLS 


Obſervations upon L1LL 1 st's 
Almanack. 


H Ark how the angry Comet here portends 
Woes to fomeWe ils, whilſt others hg befriends: 
And from his glictering Library of Stars, 
Denounces whar he pleaſes, peace or wars : 

Nor muſt you ſay he ſpeaks befides his Books, 
Thongh he bur jadg rheir mcmning by their looks; 
When 


- SY. XY 'F — PPPY 


POEMS. 


When People know. no forhead can impart 
All che intrioues and anples ot the hearr : 
Then gentle Reader. rake what he has ſaid, 
Sometimes dir: &, ard fomerimes Retregrade. 
His knowledge can't be 6: ep, char as expreſt, 
But ſuperficial judgment ar the beſt, 
For Vile maintzin it, he may fee as tar 
Into a neather Mill-ſtone, as a var. 
Endymion chat had Luna bout the midle, 
Cou'd nene of all her myſterics 1-Tidle ; 
And Lilly to9, that all chis toil doth keefs 
Had, with Endymion been as well aflcep. 
Shew me a Lerrer from the Man i*th* Moon, 
I'le grant his Byuok writ with a beam of noon. 
Cro:chets, and haycromes gov-rn our affairs, 
Juſt ſo we (ce our dooms at Tavern-barrs. 
He that ſo oft does the ewelye houſes name, 
Ne'er ſer a foot in any of the ſame. 
Yer all that there is done, he does record, 
As it he cheir Aſcendanc were, and Lord. 
And yet for all this noiſe, and fix-penry Cur, 
Shall his cwelve Hoy'es in my Pocket pur. 
Believ'c, it he no better Lodging meer, 
He may tor all theſe houſes lye ch Rreet. 
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And ſhake his drinke''d locks halt Rtary'd & dead}, 


Alchough he has twelve Houſes ore his hzad. 

For theſe are Caſtles, Houſes in the Aire, 

And tho” he know their {gnz, he can't come there. 
Art 
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And even theſe figns our wonders too invite, 

By day you cannot ſee *um, b't by night, 

From whence, I chink, I juſtly may infer, 

An Owle may make a good Aftrologer. 

I neither Jupiter nor Saturn dread ; 

The firſt rules Pewter, and che ſecond Lead, 

*Tis not improbable, S4t4ry may rage, 

*Cauſe the old dotard loſt his gold:n Age : 

For my parc, I ne*er found ir, for alas! 

My age is ſometimes filver, ſometimes braſs, 

Sometimes ſo empty, ſo Poeticall, 

T hat I proteſt it is nothing at all, | 

And, it eby Son has (&.1! che Soveraignty | 

I think he has gelt me as well as thee. 

Let me alone wich Bacchus and his Grapes, ( 

I ſhall not enyy Fove, nor his eſcapes, / 

Bue, I confeſs, I hardly can refrain, 1 

From envying thee,that Star that dropt thy Chain, / 

An Almanack's a ſtore-houſe, where old wiyes ' 

May turniſhe be with Fab'es all their Lives. , 

His worſhip's weather-wiſe,this month be ſays, 7 

T hat many aged People end their days : F 

As if chere were a moment, wherein ſome, A 

Or orher do not to their long homes come. T 

Theſe Lord Aſcendants pronounce war or peace, If 
Y 
B 
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Ope' and ſhur Fanw Temple as they pleaſe. 
Hyppocrates himſelf mighe undertake, 

To learn Prognofticks of an Almanacks 

Nay, 
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Nay, they muſt ne'er out-ſtrip him Cent, per Cent, 
They the Diſeaſe forete!!, he but th? events 

This Proverb ( It i eaſier to believe, 

Than to diſprove y does them adyantage give. 
L'es borrow faith; but they get nothing by'e 

At the years end ; for Time brings truth to light. 
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Upon the Nortolk Largeſs. 


\ TE have a cuſtom, no where elſe is known, 

| For here we reap, where nothing e're was 
Our Harveſt-men ſhall run ye,cap and leg, (ſown. 

And leave their work at any time to beg. 

They make a Harveſt of each Paſlenger, 

And theretore have thzy a Lord-treaſurer, 

Here ye muſt pence,as well as Pray'rs beſtow; 

'Tis not enou2h to ſav, God ſpeed the Plow, 

Theſe ask as Men, that meant co make ye and ; 

For they Peticioa with thei: Arms in hand. 

And till ye give, or ſome good (ign appears, 

They liſten to ye with cheir Harveſt-eares, 

If nothing drops in:o the gaping Purſe, 

Ye carry with ye,to be ſure, a Curſe, 

Bue, if a Largeſs come, they ſhour ye deaf, 

Had you as many Ears as a Wheat-ſheaf: 
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Sometimes the hollow greater is by odds, 
As when 'tis anſwer'd trom the Iyye rods, 
Here all unite ; and each his accent bears, 
T hat were but now together by the eares, 
Ard, which a Contradi&ion doth imply, 
Becauſe they get a Large)s they muſt cry , 
* Crywitcha Pox ? whoever of ic hears, 
May with their cankard had no other tears: 
Thus in a word our Reapers now a days, 
Reapinthe Field, and plean in the High-ways, 
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To my. dear "Ay Mr. Sam; 


Stainer new come from 


Meſſina, 


[1] 


S to the thirſty, a full Cup, 
Or to a 5chool- boy, breaking up, 
Or. to the poor, who wou'd relieve, 
Or to a Man condemn'd, Reprieve. 
Such is my Friend Stainey to me, 
Bu: none ſo welcome yer as he, 
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As June to a tyr'd Trayeller, 

Or Port vo a long toſt Mariner ; 

Or to the Dutch their Indie-Fleer, 

fr us, that we in Thames cou'd ſee's : 
Such is-my Friend Stainer to me, 
As much a Joy as theſe cou'd be, 
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$ to Inſurers Ship arriv'd, 
Dr Coward chat wars ſhock ſurviy'd, 
Dr Feaſt to Glutrons appetite, 


Dr to a Bride her Wedding night: 
Such is my Friend Stainer to me, 
Nothing ſo welcome though, as he, 


[C4] 


\s Honour to a haughty mind, 
Dr Lady co a leacher kind ; 
Dr Mony to a Miſers clutch, 
Ir a brave Vicory o're the Dutch : 
Such is my Friend of whom I've ſpoken, 
Meſſina ſent me for a Token, 
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The bs ala 
Occaſron'd by a Souldier killing « 


Cook's Boy carrying 4 cover 'd 


Mefs through the ſtreet. 


[} Nhappy Boy, thus to be ſent uon 
Death's Errand, with accurs'd Belleropho 
Whe-:e God found Meat ( here the old Prove 
(to0 
The Devil ard the Souldier found the Cook, 
Firſt Meſs was ſerving ; but ah cruel force ! 
The Cook himſelf became the ſecond courſe. 
For as the Corps he carry'd to the Womb, 
The Bearer by the way, met his own tomb. 
Buc with this d:fF:rence, as he loſt his breath, 
The ſtone, fhou'd be zbove, was underneath, 


And yet he cou'd not wichout marble part, 
Ha4 chere been none elſe,but the Souldiers he 
The Boy might prate, alaſs ! inſuch a caſe, 
Is not a Cook allow?*d a little ſauce ? 

A milk white Nopkin o're che Meſs was laid 
No Lzdies Apron ſuch temptations had ! 
Hung 
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Hunger, that breaks Store-walls, at ſuch a ſighe 
Had pointed teeth, and made a Coward-lighe, 
- SiThe Aire was raiſor-keen, gnd wigic afford 
A Qtomach, that was ſharper than bis Swo,d, 
For Mars his Sons, and Neprune's t00 they (ay, 
Do watch, and faſt,far oftcner than they pray: 
But che Boy mov'd with't, faſt as he was able, 
> [For there his Maſter k-p: no landing table 
With waom the huogry ſ{ouldier pace wou'd keep, 
'Twou'd vex x Dog tofſee a Puddin2 creep : 
The cloth was.ſpred, but on ic nothing lay, 
The Red-coat therefore needs wou'd take away. 
hon7 hey both tug'd lor'c, neither cou'd other brook 
The haſty Sould:er, nor the t-aſty Cook. 
Ae laſt it happen'd the unlucky cloch 
Did prove, well-nigh, a windin»- ſheer to both. 
The poor Cooks Boy, thar liccle dreame of ir, 
Fre he could take a turn, Cropt from the Spir, 
And yet he had a turn, ah, a ſhrew'd curn ! 
Has turn'd hi now, alaſs! into his Urn, 
And though for this, the Souldicr (ufſer'd n-e, 
Know it, his hands are red.cr than h1s Coar. 
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Upon Shortwhite, the Noble 
Hampſtead Cock. 


O you that love the knighe of fowls,I write, 
KL The Tragi-comedy ot brave Shortwhite, 
Firſt in a Well, but by good torture found, 
This winged Heroe, [carus was drown'd : 
But drawn up and caſt into a warm Blanket, 
Next morning he reviv'd, did crow and crank it. 
Next was he (O that Murtherer of Cocks ! ) 
Surpriz'd in his Seraglio by a Fox: 
And when-a Captive paſt all hope he ſeem'd, 
Was by a Dog that charg'd the Foe redeem'd; 
Unhurrt, he marche off, ſuffering nothing there 
Except he cou'd, what Sho»twhite cou'd noryfear. 
Another time he was by Dogs way-la1d, 
And unto Men, more Curs than they, betray'd, 
Who had him to the Mewes, what meant their 
(Cunniny ? 
A Cock is for a walk, and not for Running, 
Bur there ſo loud he utcer'd his Diſaſter, (Mer, 
T hatHawpſtead Rung witit,and inform'd his Ma. 


Who 
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Who foon deliver'd Shortwhite from the Lock, 

And kickt thoſe Cexcombs,that had ſtoln his Cock, 
Six armed Knights he has in Batrel kill'd, 

And never drop of his own blood yec ſpill'd, 

And yet his Milk-whice Wings enamel'd be, 

With drops, bis heels drew from his Enemy, 

Thus oyer all his foul, and fairer foes, 

He claps his Pineons, and io tryumph crowes, 

And tells his Maſter, Let his mztch be found, 

He'l looſe his Lite,or win him Twenty Pound. 


3&2 4SISELZLLLILZESDS 
To a Non-ſenſical Barbay 


wou d ſeem Poetical. 


Arbar, go ſcrape, ic troubles me that I, 
Can'c write ſo low, as thy Capacity. 

Shrubs are beneath the Wind, had I an Oke, 
Or ſome tall Cedar, did my Rape provoke ? 
His cop ſhould kiſs his roe,, I hatch a Saryr, 
Shou'd bow the Zenith down to the Zquator. 
But who wou'd at a Hedy bird i(perd his ſho?, 
Or fire a Canon at a Cockle-buzt ? 

Varlet in Verſe, thou ſctiblef!, but I ſee, 
Nor R'yme, nor Reaſon, Senfe, nor Quantity. 

D 4 No, 
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No, nor true Engliſh, ie were ſtrange, if you, 
'That cannor ſpeak erue Engliſs, ſhon'd write true, 
Pure Parallels, pure difingenious Nidgit, 

This an Elboick is, and that a Dipit: 

Jaft ſv he curs Mens hair, here *is too ſkorr, 
And there as much too long, as amends for'c. 
Go Fuſtian Shaver, Go to, You muſt get 

Your living by your Hands, and not your Feet. 
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Upon one Day that ran away, 
and laid the K e) 471 cer the Door. 


Ere Night and Day con'pire acheating fl phe, 
For Da, they fay, is run awsy by Night, 
The Day is paſt, why Landlore! where's you rent: 
Cou'd you no: ſee the Day 18 almoſt ſpenr, 
Had you bnt kept the Woetch well, I ſuppoſe, 
*T was ro hard ting to know how the Day goes ? 
D. ſo!d,and pawn'd,and pur oft what he might, 
Though it vere ne'er ſo dark, Day wou'd be light; 
That lie 1way with fo much Renc ſhould gee, 
Thounoh Day were Iigtr,twas no light maccer 1 er, 
You h:d ene Day a Tenant :1d wou'd fain 
Y our Eycs might one day ſee that Day again. 
, No 
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No, Landlord, no; you now may truly ſay, 
And to your Colt roo, you have loſt a Day. 

By ewy-light, Day is neither. Day nor Night ; 
What then ? *ewixt both, he's an Hermaphredite. 
Day is departed in a Miſt, I fear, 

For Day is broke, yet does not Day appear : 

His pale-face nuw does Day in Owl-light ſhrowd, 
Truth is, at preſent Day's under a Cloud. 

If you wou*d meet with Day you mult be wifer, 
And up berimes, for Day's an early riſer, 
Broad Day 1s early np, but you begin 

Torouze, and thin broad Day is ſhutting in, 
From Sun to Sun, are the ſer-times of Pay, 

Bur you ſhould haye been up by break of Day: 
Yet, if you had? you had got nothing by'r. 
For Day was Cunning, and broks over N ghr. 
Day, likz a Candle, is gone ovt, and whtre, 
None knows, except cotl'other Hemiſph-ar. 
You muft go look the Day with Candle lighe, 
This Day was (ure begotten inthe Night, 

The Lanctorn-looker, if tz now began; 
Miglt fiad the D ay, but ſcarce the honef} man. 
Well, Day farexel , be*c ſpoke to thy ſmall praiſe, 
There's little honefly tonnd crow a Day's, 

In vain you do your felf this crouble give, 
You'l never make an ey.n day whi'e youliye ; 
And yer who truſted him for any Summe, 
M:g':c have their mony, it ete, Day were come. 


You 
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And,when will that be ? when the Devil's blind ; 

You will this Day at the Greek Calends find. 

For, it the Son does hang behind the Change , 

If you can find:the Day before, 'cis ſtrange. 
Then to the Tavern, Landlord, let's away, 

Chear up your heart, han2'c, "tis a broken Day g 

And for your Rent, neyer thas Rent your Soul, 

E're long you't fee Day at a little hole: 

Look at che Counter, witen you go that way; 

Early enouch, and you'l ſee peep of Day. 

But, how now Landlord? what's the matter pray ? 

What, can't you ſl:ep, ypn do ſo long for Day ? 

Have you a mind, Sir, to arreſt the Day ? 

There's no ſuch Serjeant as a Foſhua, 

Why, Landlord, Is the Quarter out I pray; 

That you keep ſuch a quarter for the Day ? 

Pat off your paſſion, pray ; erne, is 2 Summe : 

Bur don't you know that a Pay-day will come ? 

T'le warraat you, do you but baniſh ſorrow, 

My lite for yours Day comes again to morrow. 


Phoſphore redde Diem, 
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To T. B. E/q; wanting a'Son, 


and Heir ;, and upon his two fair 
Daughters. 


> have the Morning and the Evening Star, 

To whom,except each other,none compare. 

And what in all Men adoration moves, 

Fairer than Virgin-Snow, or Venw Doyes, * 

Whom Niture in her Silver-mantle wraps, 

A pair of Pendants for a pair of Paps. , 

So ([weer, ſo pure, as if they did commence, - .. 

Whiteneſs it ſelf, even by refl:&ion thence. 

Had Paris been ſo bleſt to ſee their Eyes, 

The Queen of Beauty muſt bave miſt her Prize: 
Bur, Sir, you want, and wiſh 1 know, a Son 

An Heir, of E!ſing-Hall entail'd on One. 

I wiſh it too, ſothat prodigious Tree, 

The wonder of the World ſhould Bondhres be. 

I hope it ſhall, thac choſe auſpicious fires, 

May pur a Period to your Jaſt defires. 

Ard more than thar, cou'd I once ſee that Boy, 

I'd burn my Cap, a ſacrifice to Joy, : 

Spain, 
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Sp4in,I have heard, whoſe judgment's not the worff 
Have bleſt the Womb op'd by a Female firſt. 
And by experience, ſay it does fore-run 

The joyful Omen of a proſperous Son. 

Do you the like, great joys come by d-grees, 


And take your Daughters from Heaven's hoſtages, | 


T hey led the way, and jor a Son left room : 
There's no deſpairing of a pregnant Womb, 
Ar leaſt your Daughters, this,may promiſe you, 
Inſtead ot one Son, they'l preſent you ewo., 


And you, for ought 1 know; without Maiz-Heir. | 


Maybe as bappy in a Sex more fair. 


&ELSALLAEICLEALEELLIESLEZLS | 


An EutcGy o the Reverend | 


John Crofts, D. D. -and Drane 
of. Norwich. 


Ere let his Reverend Duſt in ſilence ſleep, 


I cou'd add reirs, were't not a fin to weep. | 


Which Heathen» wo'ar, what elſe in grie ſhouJd 


Bur doubt, or Envy bis Felicity. (we, | 


Drath, as in Cury, came and ſnuff'd the light, 
As who ſhon'd fay co make it ſhing more bright. 


ed Y dd 


As | 
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As to the ſhutting in of Nature's day, 

His Evening Red was, but his Morning Grey, 
The Elements diſputed Deaths controul, 
Nature was loath ro part wich ſuch a Soul, 


As to his quality he doubly owes ; 
But which,co Birth, or Breeding more, who knows? 
T he firſt has him among the great ones reckon'd, 
And in the ſecond he to none was ſecond. 
Bur ſome have troubled at his pathon been, 
Why ſhou'd they fo? a Fly will have her ſpleen, 
He cou'd be anpry ; and who lives but can? 
For cou'd he not, he ſhou*d be leſs than Man, 
Trye, he was haſty at ſome croſs eyent, 
But was again as haſty to repent. 
And be his choler at the worſt believ'd, 
Whom his right band depreſt;bis lete reliey'd. 
His ftrineſs at the Churches Gates did well, 
No Gates ſtand always ope, but thoſe of Hell, 
And fince the Lord his Vineyard did reſtore, 
"Twas Zeal, no: choler to keep out che Bore. 


Should I forbear a Trophy here to raiſe him, 

(With Revereace co the Text) his works wou'd 
(praiſe Him, 

Impartial Eyes ſurvey what he has done, 

And you'l not ſay Church-work went (lowly on. 

Whoſe Elegy each grateful Stone preſents, 

From th'humble Bate, co th* bigheſt Bacclements. 

Ochc 
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Others themſelves wrap up in lating Lead, 
But he wrapt vp the Church in his own ſtead, 
Whoſe Pinacle he rear'd ſo high, ic even 
Climes up the Clouds to reach his alms to heaven, 
Upon whoſe Top, St. Peter may behold 

His Monitor in Chara&ers of Gold. 

Not bur in chis, others pretend a ſhare, 

But the Dead challenge whac che living ſpare : 
Now then for Epitzph, this let him take, 
Here lies che Temples great Fehoz.adack, 
Who for the Sums he, to repair ic, ſpent ; 
Has the whole Charch co be his Monument, 
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AnFLts y upon a Reverend 
Divine Buryed in the Ruines of 


his Church. 


O falls 2 Scar, when it deſudes our fizhe, 
For loot bur up, you'l ſee ir till (hine bright. 
What fe!l was Earch,which, all ics ſubſtance ſpenc, 
Sublided to irs proper Elemenr. 
Such was our friend, of whom we are bereaven, 
A compoſition made of Earth and Heaven. 
_ £Y Heaven 
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Heaven chaWeng'd his immortal Soul, and then 
The Elements took, what chey gaye, agen. 

He's now at's Father's honſe, his ever home, 
Whither ar laſt his Body coo ſhall come ; 
Where he the Company of Angels keeps, 
Whilſt weary Nature in her Cauſes ſleeps : 
Not that his pare diviner does forſake ic, 

Bue ſets ic reſt, till the laſt Tramp awake ic. 
Then he will come in the Angelick ſhore, 

And pur it on, thar pur it off before : 

Nor as he left it, a poor lump of Clay, 

No, bur as bright and glorious as the Day ; 
Refin'd from all that drofſie is, and foul ; 

And now Immortal. as his heaven-born ſoul, 
Then whag embracings, what a beavenly greeting, 
Nay, it is Heayen it ſelf ro ſee the Meeting. 
Then ſhall they meet, never co part ac all, 

And riſe again, never apain to fall, 

All ehis-conſider'd rightly, 1 may well 

And eruly ay, he rather roſe chan fell. 
Howe'er, according to the Apoſtles word, 
He now is bleſt, becauſe dead in the Lord. 
He from his labours teſts, and his Works do 
Both follow him, and ſtay behind him too. 
Who-being dead, yer ſpeaketh ; In the Nighe 
Of Ignorance, he left a Paper light, 

Which we ſtill teep, chough of himſelf bereaven, 


And are his Heirs, to make us Heirs of Heayen, 
Thus 
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Thus zs his Heayen-born Soul her Earth declines» 

He plays the Glo-worm,and in darkne's ſhines, 

Thus like a Taper burning, Heavenly brighe, 

He ſpent himſelf in giving others lighr. 

God's fight be fought, o'recame the fatal Three, 

Which Chriſtians call the common Enemy. 

He kept che Faith his ever eruſty Shield, 

And more than Conqueror marche off che Field. 

*Tis not in Rhetorick,an applauſe to lend him, 

S$3y but what's true, end you then moſt commend 
him, 

His Church and he, as if agreed by either, : 

Fell in a manner, I may ſay, togetber, 

Where tong be preacht, until puc out by Men, 

Bur Death was kind, and put bim in ag.n. 

There his Remains are treaſur'd up, conrent 

To take her Ruines for his Monument. 


LINES LSE US UENENE BLIS 


Upon 
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Upon the Reverend Herbert 
Aſhley, LL. B. EleSed Dean of 


Norwich, from many Rizals. 


| ( phors 
He Racers mounted with Day.breaking Phoſ- 
Hard did chey ride,chough not ride on and 
| ( proſper. 
Some to the p'ace, ſuſpicious of their Right, 
As if they meant to ſteal ic ? went by Night : 
Thns whipt and ſpur'd the Rivals at choſeraces, 
Their very Horſes lookt like Candidates ; 
Whilſt Reyerend Aſhley-with a ſober pace, 
Went gravely on, and came off with a Grace, * 
Nobly preſenced to his Prince's view, 
By che moſt Reverend, and right Reverend too, 
I migbe Righe Honorable add too, where 
Northampton carry'd it from Darby clear : 
And happy was it;for,Chriſt. Churcb,if I may (ay*t? 
Has been coo truly Milicanc of late. 
B4rt now thoſe animofities ſhall ceaſe, 
And Janw Temple pive a fign of Peace, 
Joy to'themſelves, and us, to ſee *um (0, 
In Order to the Ged of Order go, 
2 4 E __ Heayert 
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Heaven and his Majeſty, has in this choice 
Made.your glad Walls of Syon to rejoyce, 
Wellfare their holy Father-hoods, for you 
Want bur one ſtep to be a Father too. 
Your name even propheſics of irs own accord, 
Herbert, or Aſhley, which you pleaſe, 't:s Lord, 
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Upon the Famons Sun T avern 
bchind the Exchange. 


Ehind 1-1'le ne*er beliey't ; you may as ſoon 

Perſwade me that the $xn ſtands 5ehind noon; 
We ſhou'd be then more than Cymmeren blind, 
It che World's Eye, the Sun ſhquld Rand behind: 
N2y,racher than Heaven's Lamp ſhould fo eſtrange 
His proper fight, the Chaxge it ſelf muſt change, 
Greſham muſt face abour, under the Roſe ; 
The Kings chemſelyes muſt go as the Sun goes, 
Yet notwithſtanding what is here expreft, 
I am a Brownift as to Eaſt: or Weſt. 
What timeche Peers did che Sun's rifing ſtay, 
He found it firft lookt che contrary way: 
Cornhif may in her touth-tide (till rake pride ; 
Bur, where the S## is, there's che warmer a J 
; ev 


| 
} 
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Yet ſome Aſtrologers, they ſay, maintain 
Three Suns late (et, will neyer riſe apain. 
Three Meteors rather,if they were three Suns ? 
Suns guided ſure by giddy Phaetons, 

But Noble Fadlow, this a Palace is, 


'} A SuperſtruQRure on a Baſe of Bliſs. 


When thy cranſcendant Arch I'm pAlling through, 
Me thinks in Tryumph I co Tavern go : 

To Tavern ſaid? I recall it, No ; 

Me thinks 1 :ather to a Temple go, 

Where the great Room { and who. would judg it 
A Church is,and the re(t Chappels of eaſe. (lets?) 
Atleaft a Preſence, fit co entertain, 

(As once thy Predeceſlor) Kings again. 


-| So pompous, ſo pyramidal, as it 


It wou'd on tiptoes checkmate Tenariff, 

Such are the All-magnificenct contrives, 

wolſie can ne'er be dead whilſt Wadlop lives. 
The Turky-work about the Dyning- Room, 


1 Wou'd make a Sultan think himſelf ac home, 


The Chimny-Picce does Modern Art ſurpaſs, 
No hand can do the like, but Phidzas. 
| Pictures ſo queione, ſo to the Life excell, 

You won'd not think *um hang'd,they look fo well. 
Cathedral Windows carry there the Bay, 
Where many quarrels are, but not a fray, 
I need no ſtory of the Hangings tell, 


F Arras it ſelt's (uflicient Chronicle, 
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Here every Chamber has an Aquzdu&4; 

As it the Sun bad Fire for Water truckt, 
Warer as 'twere exba'd up to Heavens ſhrouds, 
To cool! the Cups and Glaſles in the Clouds , 
Which having done, from the Celeſtial Towers, 
Like 7ove bimſelt you ſend ic dowd in ſhowers. 
For Gold and Silver, Braſs and Pewter, Iron, 

A Mine of each ſeems the whole houſe t*environy 
Latin and Lead, ard what not? All agree, 

Here the Seven Planets keep their Heptarchie, 


But to the Cellar now, that happy Port, 
Where Bacchw in the Arches keeps his Court, 
No more of the Exchange, Let People talk, 
Here's che High- German, French,and Spaniſh walk: 
In this low Country, is high Country Wine, 
Here's yo:ir 0!d mellow Malaga, Muicadine, 
Canary, Florence, and Medera's here: 

Oc in a word, here is Wine with one Eare, 

What ſhall I fay? in vain I furcher write, 

Here's all that's Rare, that's Racy, Rich 8 Right: 
Such choice of choices, rone amiſs can call, 

'T wou'd almuſt tudle me to name *um all. 

But cthet's 8 task no Poet can fulfill, 

Except he write with a Canary quill, 

T hus, thus che Sus, as with invitible Ropes, 
Draws all the Change,and makes 'um Heltorropes : 


You'd 
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| You'd think, to fee the Crouds chat thicher run, 


A Man in Pauls were bur a Moat i*ch' Sun, 


Regia Solis #91 ſublimibus alta columnis, 
Clare Micante auro eff 
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Upon a Silver Box preſented to 
His Miftriſs, with this Paper 
in It. | 


Box, and nothing elſe, wete to addreſs 
My Self unto You but in emptineſs ; 
I therefore thought conyenient to impart, 
This Paper as che PiQure of my heart , 
Think it Pandora's Box ; for I wou'd here, 
All chat is pure or precious ſhould appear. 
Here are no Rings or Rubies in it, but 
What's fairer, there a faichful heart is put. 
A love ſhall laſt, and all eſteem ſurmoune, 
When Pearls like Pebles turn to no account, 
Nor brings it Civer ; what alas, is chat? 
The Excrement of an oucland:ſh Car. 
* Tis no Tobacco Box, whoſe Indian ſmoke, 
Should your pure Noſtrils, like a Chimoy choke; 
© 9 No; 
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No; To ſend ſuch a Box to thee (my dear) | Ye 
Another Box might well become my Ear. | Bu 
Bur here*s a choice pertume, ſhall hence ariſe, |W 
Gratetul as Incence lighted by your Eyes. | Ye 
"Tis no Tin Box, nor oft-ſpring of the Ketle; | 
Byt Silver, ever better Pocket mettle, .N 
'Tis good, yer not ſo great as your deſert ; H 
However ope it, and you ope my heart. | Di 
Accept it then a Preſent from a Lover, | At 
Be You the Bottom, aud Ile be the Cover. & * 
;$ 
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Upon the Yertuous Brown ( I ; 
* 
know who ) at the Popinjay. | \ 
\ 


Illies and Roſes, let who will po ſute ye, 
I'm for the lovely Brown,the taſting beauty. 
Her Cheeks are Roſes, need no thorny tence, 
And there's no Lilly like her Innocence, | 
Their bloſſoms are but fl:ves to every blaſt , 
But ſhes the ſame,when Spring and Autumn's paſt. | 
Her May's Eternal ; Ste, when envious Time | 
Shall be no more, Is chen but in her Prime, 
She ſhall bid all thefe fading Formes adiey, ; 
And Heaven and Earth ſhall for her ſake be new. 


You 
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| You ſee the out-ſide of the Cabinet, 
| But *cis within her crowned graces ſer, 
| Were you into an Angel bur refin'd, 
| You then might read the Mirrour of her mind ; 
| Not but the luſter of her loyelyer tace, 
| Need not, nay ought not co the beſt give place, 
{ Herchoughts are chaſter than the Virgin ſnow ; 
| Diana for a Temple there might go. 
| Arabian Odoutrs have her boſome bleſt, 
| The Phoenix there might come and find her Neſt, 
* | Such, ſo all pure is her Complexion known, 
,+| Sweeter than Cinnamon, ſofter chan Down. 
| Nature in ſilence tells us to this brown, 
/ | Notthe World's eye has tan'd her, but her own; 
{ Her ſweet ſymmetrick looks that ſo controul, 
| Are but the Mask, and ſhadow of her Soul, 
| Where all perfe&ions to that heighe aſpire, 
Women may enyy, bur Men muſt admire. 
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Upon aT oken drunk atthe Star, 


ſent Me by Honeſt Tho. Ridland, 
at the Popinjay in Norwich. 


/ 


v0” TT.” 2 one RR Oe SET EE GOES 


[1] 
'A Token (Tow! ) beliey'c 'ewas kindly done, | 


Ie made us forch-with to Star Tavern run, 
To taſt the Claret, from the Hogſh:ad ſpun. 


C2] 


We waſht it down, and bravely,ask Frank Barton, 
Wich eocher, c'orber, t'other, r'other quart on, 
We only wanted thee (Tom) and Fack Wharton, 


[3] 


]: was indeed a ſeaſonab'e boon, 
Soon we concluded on*c, and went as ſoon, 
And drank by Star-light all the Afcernoon. 


Thou 
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C4] 


Thou baſt thy mind in Silver to me broken, 
| For ſuch, who always have me fairly ſpoken, 
And nothing ſent, I yalue not a Token. 
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| [5] 


| My Book I now do to the Preſs defign, 
And take ſo well chis kindneſs (Tom) of chine, 
As I'm in thy books, thou ſhalt be in mine. 


[5] 
I this, amongſt the ſpecial ſayours rank ; 


And, both the Bearer, and beftower thank, 
For thou art Free (Tom) and the Bearer Frank. 


£444242444422444.244.2.4: 
Upon a SPaRRow Catcht at 4 
Pipe of Canary. 
His is a wonder, Drawer, ſcore it up ; 


A Sparrow taking of a chirping Cup? 
'Tis 
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*Tis like the Bird, his fancy ſomewhat ripe, 

To the Canary flew to tune the Pipe. 

Why? if che Pipe was our of tune ? then pray, 

Why ſhoald the Sparrow to his Ruine play ? 

The curious Bird plaid on the Pipe, perchance 

To ſee the Rars unto the Sack-Barr dance, 

The Drawers eye, th'\unlucky Bird beſer, 

Who ſtead of drawing Wine, did draw his Net. 

Sure ſays the Drawer, when tas drunk his fill, 

He means to pay me, for he has a Bill. 

Why ſhould thy eye, and ſpirit be ſo narrow ? 

Poor Bird, alas! he drinks bur like a Sparrow. 

Miy be, and do you on its ruines look , 

The Sparrow this for a Hedg-Tavern took : 

If any miſchief then, you to him do; 

You'l prove pour ſelf worſe hedp-bird of the two. 
He ſips, he fps, the Drawer ſays, and reels, 

But certainly he'l neyer take his heels: 

No, nor he need not, had he drunk till night, 

Like [caru, be was prepar'd for flight. 

But when the Drawer ſaw he drank all weathers, 

Not cruſting to his heels, bur co lis feathers ; 

In rage ſays he, and chen himſelf beſtird, 

Th's Sparrow ſure, is a Canary bird : 

He caught hin faſt,and brought him co the Barr, 

V Vho had recovered, had he come i'ch* Ayr, 

He was « Cup too low ; for be it known, 

H'ad ner been oyer-raken, if high-flown, 

The 
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ThelWillow (Garland. 


Ow many Coronets of Daffod'llies Þ 
Of purer Reſes, and of Paphian Lilles , 
Wove thy falſe hope, for her thou thoughte't ehine 
(own, 
When Fate'was wreathing Willows for thy Crown ? 
; Unhepyy faith, to cruſt fo talſe a Love, 
| Cov'd faſt and looſe thee in thy Myrtle Grove ! 
! Thoſe bliſstul ſhades, where every facred bough 
| Offer'd it elf to kiſs, and Crown thy brow! 
. | Thy Tongue, 8las! is loſt in the ſurprize , 
| And nothing now is fluent, bur thine Eyes. 
{ From whole all- waterv banks,theſe Willows ſpread 
{ And plat a woful VViliow for thy Head. 
On every Leaf crowns thy negleQed hajr, 
Hang all chy fears, cares, doub:s, fighs and difpair 
VVhilſt o're eby Crown,as-ocher crowns, the loſs 
Ot all ehy Preſents is a real Croſs; 
Uafortunate ! char all Herbs Powers cou'd nor 
1H (nor! 
Cure thy dzep wounds, and unkind Hymen wou*d 
| Bur, ſince cheir yerrues tail, ſeek it in death, 
| And change thy Willow tor a Cypreſs wreath. 
? : For» 
y 
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Forſaken? "cis a ſound to be abhord; 
Spme blaſted Air form'd that unlucky _— 
( Her; 

Suppoſe, fince for her Sex thou can'ſt nor fighe 
Thy choler, ſulphur, and thy fury Nitre. 
To this thy Willow add, and thou haſt Powder : | 
And coud(t chou fancy rage, or vengeance lowder, 
Thy heavy heart, nexe into Bullers caſt ; 
Sure thou for her wilc be prepar'd at laſt, 
T hen from her flinty boſome ſtrike a ſpark, 
And fire it at her heart, ſhe's a fair mark. 
But now I chink upon*e, thou mayſt defiſt, 
Tt is a White thy deſtiny has miſt : 
Content chen with thy Chapler, ſer thee down: 
Who can deſpair,when ſorrow has a Crown? 


$3424224442:244444445 
Upon a Miller's Son, 


Sometimes a Peticannon, but turu'd 
ent for diſaffeedneſs to Epil- 
COPACY. 


Ong have I 1abour'd betwixt wrath and ſcorn 
And not in pity, but contempt forborn, 


Were they bu cagg'd with Mr. S;ernhbol8's Meter; 
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I ſhould e're this, have ſmit him hip and thigh, 

Bur that my honour and diſdain cry'd fie. 

Yet leſt my temper he as ſoft ſhould blame, 

And ſay I wou'd, but cou'd not right my fame: 

I'ie carbonade him with my Catſtooth Pen, 

And kick his collops into torm agen; 

I'le give the Brute a mark to know him by, 

More lepible than Cleveland's Hue and Cry. 
Imprimis, He's a Reyelation geaſt, 

A Linſje-woolfie, Browniſh, Pyebald Pricſt. . 

He's round and royal ; what you pleaſe, a man, 

T har's both a Few, and-a Samaritan. 

He is a kind of a Nine Acred fop, 

A May-Pole with a Weather Cock a tops 

H:'s ſtature mighc a Ship for a Maſt fir, 

And yet this Gyanc is a dwarf in wit. 

Of one that ſprucig from ſuch a wellwrought Mil, 

Never was upper Room furniſhe ſo ill, 

He loves his Body better chan his Soul, 

Nor wou'd he come at Church,but to take Tolk 

He's a dilemma berwixt heart and tongue, 

As bis Religion in the Hopper hung. 

He comes as one had of the loaves a ſenſe, 

And ſerves Se. Peter for St. Peter's Pence, 

W hen pay-day comes theSurplice has no harm in'c, 

When pay-day's paſt, a Babiloniſh Garment. K#%z, 

Truly, whines he, the Anthems would be ſweeter, 


Yer 
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Yet as for Company, he bears a part, 
But he has only Hopkins in his heart. 
And whenan Anthem in the Quire they name; 
He warb'es to another of the ſame : 
A ſecond part, which he can ſweetly do, 
And play cot on the living Organ too, 
Obſerve the Buzzard at the Eagles tayl, 
He forls his Szrplice like a Wind mill Sail : 
And wryths himſelf into as many ſhapes, 
As Protens, or a Collony of Apes. 
As if che decency and order were, 
Ficter for Peter's Lunsford far, than here, 
Where he does lo[t, and wear more Cuſhions forth, 
Than all che Sermons &re he preacht were worth, 
Brundel,and'Braſon, and 8 Chriſt-Church Cannon, 
Are Cures too trivial to imploy this Man on. 
Bart he-has'Strampſhall, Auſtins, Peters too, 
More than'this Toit, and his Dog can do. 
Ta travetco 'um, Yet you'l often ſce, 
This Man invey againſt Pluralicie. 
T heſe his fix Livings are, but he does ſay, 
Had he. bur ſeven, H*ad one for the'Lord's Day : 
And yer he'has, (as he does things contrive) 
So many Livings that he cannot Tiye. 
'Fohe himſelf, ſo he his Cures has fery'd : 
He's tike bis Congregation, almoſt ſtary'd. 
Bnt now he quacks, a Do&or ot great skill, 
[To Care their bodies;chough their ſouls he Kill ; 
| . +4 ——_— 
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{ Thus kill or Cure, he thrives; if he Corps __ 


He then gers Mony tor the- burial. 

Bur this irdeed does ſeem a natural ſmack 
The Miller chat begart bim was a Quack. 
He does himſelf 'rwixt this and r*other fide, 
Like Beckles Sreeple, trom the Church divide; 


5 


| What is he? He is neither wiſe, nor fools 


; 
: 
: 
| 
x 


A Tertium Neutrum : Or an upſtarc Mules -- 
He is, and gueſs by what is ſaid beforey 
A Cannon of a Presbyterian boar. 
A Cannon ſaid I? he alas / is none, 
He is a Blunderbuſs, an Elder. Gun. 
He's evet loving, and he's ever loathing; 
He is ſo many chings indeed, he's Nothing. 


2E2242224&2:22&424425 
;- Doſuonce to the Dutch. 


Ob 7 of our Rights? and by ſuch Water-rats?” 
We'l doff their Heads, it they wo'nt doff 
( their Hats; 
Aferont too Hogen- Mogen to Endure ! | 
"Tis time to box'theſe Butter- Boxes ſure, 
If chey the Flags undoubred Righe deny Us ?, | 
Who wo'at ſtrike co, us, mult be (tricken by Us. , 


ry 
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A Crew of Boars, and Sooterkins, that know, 
Themſelves, they to our Blood and Valour owe, 
Did we for this, knock off their Spaniſh fetters, 
To make 'um able co. abuſe their betters ? 
If at this Rate they Rave ; I think 'cis.good, 
Nor to) omit the Spring, bur ler *um blood, 
Rouz then Heroick Brittains, *tls not words, 
But wounds muft work with Leather Apron Lords. 
Since they are deaf, ro them your meaning bresk; 
Witch mouths of braſs, tbat words of Iron ſpeak. 
I hope we ſhall to purpoſe the next bout 
Cure *am, as we did Opdam of the Gout. 
And when i*ch bottom of the Sea they come, 
They/l have enough of Mare Liberam. 
Our brandiſkt ſteel, chough now they ſeem lo tall, 
Shall make *an lower than Low- Country, fall. 
But'they'l e're long,come to themſelves you'l lee, 
VVhen we in Earneſt are at Snick 4 Snee, 
When once the Boars perceive ourSwords are tr awn 
And we converting are thoſe Boars ro brawn, 
Me thinks the Ruine of their Belgick, banners 
Laft Fight, almoſt as rzpoed as rheir manners; 
Might haye perſwaded 'um to better things, 
Than be fo fawcy to their betters, Kings. 
Is ic of Wealth they are ſo proud becone ? 
Charles has a Wain I hope to ferch'it home: 
And with it pay himſelf his juſt Arreers, 
Of Fiſhing Tribe for this Hundred Years. 
s 59-4» YO 


P '0, E MS: 
That we may ſay, as all the ſtore cames in, 
The D#:cbgalas; have but our FaRtorwbin,. - - 
They fathom Sea and Land, we when we pfeaſe 
Have both che Indiesþrought co pur own Seay, 
For Rich,and proud,they-briripiin Ships by ſhoals, 
And then we humble chem co ſave their Souls, 
| Poxot che'r Piltutes, if we had *um here, 
| We'd find *um frames at Tyburn or elſe where. 
s | Fhe next they draw, be iccheir Adoirays. 5 » 
[Tranſppeigred intg Fynaes, 2nd Scaies; £\ 
|Or,u hich wou'd.do as'well,draw if chey pleale 
Opdam, with the. Seven ſinking Prov! nces: ., 
Or draw thejx Cappains from che cqnquenin2 'Maiy 
Firlt beaten home, then beacen back again,.. ... , 14 
And aftex,ghjs, ſa juſt, choug! faral ſtrite,.,..;. +..c1 
[Draw their degd, Boars agaiy unto the Lafes. 
Laſtly, remember-:t0 prepgnt al) laughter, $47 4} 
Drawing gocy tirſt, huc banging. {0!lows after, 7 
Tt then Lamewning thus be cheir undoing, 
[Who pictes chem,thac purchalce-their own ruine? 
Oc will bgreafcer truſt their Treacheries, 
Uncil chey leaye their Heads for Hoſtages, 
For, as th: Provzrb has of VVomen ſaid—-*, 
Believe 'amnct, udy. theugh you'd ſmear th'are dead, 
The Dutch are.(tubborn, and will yield no fruic, 
Till, like the;#/allnur Tree, ye beat *um co. 
L. Orat. Injyrias & non redditas, cauſans; 
bujuſcg fſe bells andifſe yideore.,, - 
F Vpon 
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Upon a Friend Lamenting the 
Loſs of Learning, © 


Re there ſuch Arts, as Scholats liberal call > 
To te, alaſs! chey are not Li derall, 
V Vell then, by his 1 ſee that evety Matt 
Is no: cut ont for a Corinthian, * 
Rne Could there be, or did my Friends divine, 
No Merr'rie cary'd out of this block'of mine # 
Did they ſo bitter Root, my You: h deter, 
Bircer? #h me ! my loſs is bitterer;" | 
Fer wanting Learning, O how pleaſant fenic! 
V Viiiſt others freely cxtk, I muſt fic 'mure,” 
*nno-a Man ordain'd for Dover Cott; 
For I'm # hearer ſti!l, where I refotc. 
And give attencion co the words 1: hears 
As if even then I at ſome Sermon were, 
] am a ſhadow, or a Be!l without 
A Clzpper, for my noiſe-comes never out, 
Let others by my looks my meaning ſpelt, 
I muſt ſzy nothing, if I would ſay well. 
The Proverb ſays, Art has no Enemy, 
Bur Ignorance, chat Proyerd'scroſt in me, 
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I envy no Man his acquired Parts, 

;&:] Bur am an honovrer of the generous Arts. 

Howe'er my brains be coffin'd up in bark, 

| hi For though my eyes be clear, my head is dark. 
e Nay, even an Eccho in the witty throng, 

© | Can anſwer better, though ſhe have no Tongue, 
Thus,while I'm mute, to purchaſe wiſdom by'c; 
My very face does play the Hypocrite. 


67 
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To a Coy Lady that wou'd not 


cone to 4 Treat. 


Nd- wou'd not that imperious Cloys cone? 
Troth I'm glad on'c, let her keep at home. 
And banquet on the barren walls, proud creature 
WhAſt tor ctiis ſmall charge eſcape a greater. 
My wiſhes are no more to ſee her tace, 
E're ſuch a Fano, 1'le a Cloud embraces 
Her fancy, faich, will ne*er wich mine agree, 
If ſhe preſume I ſhould her ſhadow'be. | 
I'm of coo clear a ſpirit, never ſtir, 
Runto the Devil, Vi ne'er follow her. 
Lee her create a Mantle of the dark, 
Daphne be dam'd and {mother'd in hex bark. , . 
? ON F 2 Hag 
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Has ſhe ſo much, or elſe ſo little grace; 
She dare not look an honeſt Man i*h* tace? 
If ſhame with held her ? be that ſhame proclaim'd 
A ſhame of which,eyen ſhame mighr be aſham'd. 


Nl 
Or 
Hg 
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Upon the preat Firs at Sth, 
, + Catharines, or Whitſunday, 1672Þ* 


f Hat our Whitſunday was, St. Catharin ma ; 
Too ſadly ſay, was her «A(hwedneſday, 1 
Oc, which indeed may be too truly (e'd, 
What our Whitſunday was, ab! *twzs her Red, 
Tmperious Element ! *cauſe thy hand was;in; 
Couldſt no: conclude there where choudidft begin, w 
One houſe (fierce Fire)had been too large a ſhare, 
Muſt choſe that firuck thee not have neighbors fare? T 
Could noching intercept ehy running on, 
Muſt every houſe have an Ucaligon ? 
Couldſt thou deyour poor Widows houſes too, 
And not. have ſo much as pretence to ſhew ? By 
V Vouldſt thou wich Phaeton once more aſpire 
To heaven, and ſet the world again on Fire 2 
Or did(t delign the Hamlers to undo, 
To m3k2 the Suburbs, like che City, new ? E 
= 
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O that ſiace Floods of tears could not ſuffice , 
«(Niles CatarraRts had pilt our both thine eyes ! 
: 4. Or be that Tags up a Mountain drew, (coo, 
-* Haddrawn the Thames up he:e, and drown'd thee 
hat hadſt no pity left, buc to deſtroy 
2.0 many houſes at a Tide of Joy. 
\h cruel Tyrant, Fire! who can expreſs 
y; he aking hearts of the poor harbourleſs | 

fln a condition worſe chan Snails now grown, 
7 For they bave houſes, theſe alas! have none. 
Whoſe glictering Canopy o're their ſad heads 
\re sky,and (tars,and the cold earth their beds, 
Sach as bur yeſterday could Thouſands boaſt, 
Have in a moment, all their ſubſtance loſt, 
And now expos'd re wind and weather lye, 
Examples of this VVorlds inconftzncy: 
ry Whilſt chey poor wretches are conſtraii.'d to come 
* [Abroad theſe boly days, for wane of home, 
"© Proud ſpark 1 did ever Deity do ſo ? 
_ To burn thy Altars, and cky Temples roo? 
\ [Henceforth I'le warm with wine, and ex. rciſe, 
Let Salamanders to the Sacrifice, 
Colds not, at leaſt the Colliars Ships reprieve, 
Bur for Newcaſtle (fire) thou couldſt nor live, 
V Vas ever Tyrant yer fo fenſe'eſs ſeen, 
Like thee, to blow up his own Megazin ? 
Famiſh for want of Feel, and expire 
In thine own Rubiſh, as negleQed Fire, 

T9 Yet 
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Yer pitty 1 thy Pi:chy ſe; vants ruine, 

Whole Ribs contribure to their own undoing. 
Bold fir: } wou'd we had ler thee tit alone, 

Locke in the filene boſome of a ſtone. 

And not have made our fely:cs fo oyerwifſe. 

To find what heaven had hidden from our eyes. 

Muſt we (till Phen'x like from Aſhes grow ? 

See what our fins, and ſenſeleſs Seryancs do ! 

Well, well, wiid Fire, remember for this bout, 

Wuen I lock in my doors, Fle pur thee out. 


E£242&432.3aoc242;22.44.38 
Upon a Kiſty Patch 0 an Iron 


ACE. 


Ad Scab haye at ye; you expeQ a claw, 

To keep the leachery of your icch in awe. 
Burt *cwill not do, I care not come fo nigh, 
For ſcabs arc Cabins where the Vermin lye, 
W hy baſt thou like a fool, thy Mony ſpent, 
To make thet pocky blotch a Perſ6an Tent ? 
Thou didſt a Whore and Tlap together per, 
And chou haeſt ro:n her Scart co cover it, 
The Pos wou'd fain peep out there, but that you 
Are ſo aſham'd, you clap the Caſement too. 
j | Thou 


_ 
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Thou ſhould to contradiQion be a kin, 

To mear a beauty ſpot upon thy Chinz 

No, no; there is no beauty in the caſe , 

*Tis but a knot upon thy Waioſcoat face. 

But will your Copy-bold endure the cutching, 
Why then in plain, 'tis a blor in your Scutchin, 
Which we muſt nor a pazch, bur plaiſter call, 
Not boughe at Change, but beg'd ac eh*Hoſpital. 
Nor doſt chou patch,bur botcb; why doſt nor ſend 
And draw the hole up with a Cobler's End ? 
Your goodneſs is broke 0ut, and cheretore (Sir) 
The wodden Draper's curn'd a Plaiſterer. 
VVhy doſt thou finger'c ſo ? and keep a coil, 
To trim @ face, that is it ſelf a foil, 

Indeed I queſtion which the foi! wou'd be, 

The leporous looks, or ruſty caff-cie. 

Yet haſt chou, when a Gyro thou doſt adyauce, 
A merry, of a murry countenance, 

Weſiphalis bere brings her reſemblance in, 

Thy Face the Bacon is, thy Sport the Skin, 

Yer not to bring thy Viſage in diſpgrece, 
Come, hang'r,”cwill ſerye for a good riding face. 
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Upon ope that promiſed me Four 
Cravats, boaſting he had Fiſty. 


Ure, (Fl,) you got, by ſome face'e deſigns, 
J) All Danaws Daughters for your Valentines. 
Twas but a dream | fear, and cruly I 
Did never dream you would tell ſich a lye. 
If you have Ten? chank an indufirious V Vite, 
One Hempen one, wou'd ſerve you all your life. 
You promis'd me Four. in a high carouſe, 
The Mountain ſwel'd, & it'brought forth a MouJe. 


234460,,5, S366 CE&LSLLES & 
Upon a Truſly T aylor. 


Hat ſbr:d of Gentry, nickt S'r Thomas, 
Chamelion, ted with Aire ot promile. 
A crue believer , bur he bath 
Net the feat jor 01 ſaving Faith , 


For, 


"UWA 
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For, as he liv'd among the Turks, 

He's damn'd already for his Works : 

> {| Did ever Taylor yznture fo? 

For dammage, and damnation too. 
Poor Tajler working thus © his loſs, 

F He repreſents the Thief on ehCroſs. 


2323z44CELDSILIAELEZISCZIELS 
To the (Gentile Drapers in St. 


Paul's Church-Yard, retorting. to 
the Play cal 'd, The Citizen turn'd 


Gentleman. 


He Citizan turn'd Gentleman ? what then? 
| The Gentleman is here turn'd Citizen, 
The Court, and City, like thoſe ſilken wormes, 
Meet in the vaſt vicitlitude of Formes. 

Me thinks, in your brave preſences, I yiew 

The Ciry's Glory, and the Country's too, 

In worſt of times you have the beſt appear'd, 
The Church's Champions,and S. Paul's Lite-guard, 
We can read Royalcy on every brow ; 

*Tis cherefore rightly (tyl'd rhe Royal Row, 
Whom 
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Whom we, for this, the Churches Guard:ans call, 

For you have buile your Houſes, as its wall. 

And ſhow'd, as well your duty, as your $kill, 

Though there no Temple be, ther's Templars (till. 

And when Phanaticks one another call 

To Mectings, you are conſtant to Saint Payl. 

Whom from the faRions,giddy ,rude, and vain, 

Paul has diſtinguiſhe, even by Se. Paul s Chain, 

Or thus read the diftin&ion, if you pleaſe ? 

The Chriſtians trom the Scribes and Phariſees. 
Theſe, theſ: the honour'd Citizens, are all 

Brave Fellew-commoners of the Kingdoms Hal, 

Theſe younger Brothers are, that Mony pet, 

And purchaſe primogenicure by wit. 

Who failing Families rear up agen, 

And proye ehemſelyes the better Gentlemen : 

They prop the falling Houles, and reſtore 

That luſtre the dull Heir had dimm'd before. 

Thongh they, as Sheriffs, ſpend at ſuch a rate, 

Wou'd ſhake the moy'tic of a pood eſtate, 

The ſwelling Thames, like that of ſeven mouth'd 

Enriches round about her all the Soile, (Niles 

This City ſets in ber Tryumphane Chair, | 

And all che Country, but her Tenants are. 


Vpon 
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Upon one Mrs, K.---, who ſets 


all- ber Neighbours together by the 
Ears with lying T ales. 


Eaſe ſuperannuate, miſchievous Creature 

Thou arc a K — by name, a Slut by nature, 
Dam'd Author of Diviſion, thou art one 
The Devil Ntampt his cloven foot upon, 
Diſlentions ſeminary ; Thou art bur 
A buſy body, and an idle Slut, 
Yea thou arc (he, that had'ſt choy power to do'c, 
Woudſt tear in ewain our Saviours ſeamleſs Coat ? 
Thou ſho::1dft rhe Goddeſs ſure of Envy be, 
Thou arc her Pi&ure, if chou arr not ſhe. 
Tygreſs, thou wai:'ſt to tear the harmleſs Lamb, 
And art the Devil, or the Devil's Damme. 
Arch Enemy of Peace ! Thou may'ſt be Ril'd 
The Harlor, wou'd divide the liv:ng Child. 
Thy Tongue is ſer on firz of Hell, and chou 
Duſt AR above, bat what chey AR below. 


Thong 
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Thou liv'ſt a Rebel co the Prince of Peace, 
Until che Graye on thee, as Priſ'ner ſeize. 
Accurled tale of hers ! ſhe runs along 


And claps both men and women with her tongue ; 
Go wicked woman, go ; the End on'e mark, 
Thy tales haye ruin'd more chan Wherfton's Park, 
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, CAROLINA, 


S O N G. 


[17 


Hould I figh opt my days in prief, 
| And as my Beads count miſerjes, 
My wound wovld meet with no relief ; 
For a!l the Balſome of mine Eyes, 
I'le therefore ſet my heart ar reſt, 
And of bad market make the belt. 


C2] 


Some ſet their hearts cn winged wealth, 
Ochers co honours Towers aſpire, 


But 
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Bat give me freedom and my health, 

And there's the Samme of my defire ; 
If all the World ſhould pay me Rent; 
It cou'd not add to my content. 


[3] 


There is no fence againſt aur fate, 

Eyes Daughters all are born to ſorrow, 
Viciflitudes upon us waic, 

That langh co day, and lour to morrow. 
Why ſhould we then wich wrinckel'd care 
Deface what Nature made ſo fair. 
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Fair and Faithful. 


$ ONG. 
[1] « 


O now, thou mighty God of Love, 


And plough me up yond* craggy cr 
Where the proud Eagle rears her Neſt , 5 
ut 


"v8 _-. POEMS. 
But if thou can" not Rocks remove, 
In yainthou com'ſt my faich to proye, 


[2] 


| Let Curtezans on Carpets tread, 
Embroider'd all with Gold and Pearls, 
And talk of nothitg-under Earls ; 
Yer I more hononr bring to Bed, 

In an unſpotted Maiden-head, 


3] o* 


Some pity me to ſee me free, 
To fee me irolick, ſee me drink, 
40F, which they know not. what to think 3 
Think what they will, 'le honeſt be 
Till choſe thar pity, envy me. 


$$+$5:+2$3p$+$3$35:23$$$$:4+$3$ 
The Quakers Wedding. 


J Times! O_ Manners ! whither's Leys Acd, 
Thac Law and Goſpel are aboliſhed ? 


The 
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To Fundamental Traths Antipodes, 
That Coccatrice this curſed Egg has hatebre 


But we can marry now, hand over head, 
And not heve ſo mnch as a forme to plead : 
We are not now unto the Juſtice packr, 
(Though then there was ſmall Juſtice in the 
But we can marry of our own accord, * 


Bur againſt Parties coupled on this wiſe, 
Weſtminſter Weddings will in Judgment riſe. 


The Libertine comes in the Levites room, 
And is rt once the Parſon and the Groom, 
He babbles like a Bruit, and by, and by 
He takes the Bride, and goes to multiply 2 
Þ | The Bride? 1dorecll what I have ſe'd, 
"Tis not a Bridal, but a Brothel-bed. 


Whewgthe ConjurRion a DisjunRive was : 
For having lain together all ckeir Life, 


> | And for a mitigation of heir Cares, 
They may have many Children, bur no Heirs 
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The Red-Nos'd Dragon with his Cowplices, 


And taught us worſe than eyer to be magche. © 
They /publiſhe then ac Whipping-Poſts the Panes, 
And welll think deferv'd *um for their pains. 


AQ.) 


Like 7 ack and Gil, but leaping croſs a Sword ; 


That they ſhould ftumble,and pretend ſuch Tight ! 
They marry wrong, and call'e a Marriage Rite. 


T hey for ConjunRion copulative wonld paſs, 


They are, but as they mer, not Man and Wife. 


And, 
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And, whats marry'd Man loa'd never yet, - 

He may a Baſtard of his Wife beger. 

For wanting Licence and Certificate, 

He leayes-his {ſue 1Ilegitimate, 

Te Sons and Daughters of che common Earth, | 

An off-ſpring outlaw'd in their very birch, 
What made them Jews and Gentiles to inyite ? 

Sure they could never hope a Prolelite, 

How Heaven approv'd the juggle you may tell, 

When Thunder, Lightning, and a Tempeſt fell : 

So dreadful coo, though ar one clap ir {topr, 

As if the Heavens into Earth's lap had dropr, 

Confufton waited on both Men, and Meat ; 

Their Marriage and their Feaſt were both a cheats 

A wedding and no wedding brought before ye, 

The Devil doubtleſs was the DireQorie. m_— 

Some Hellebor reſtore 'um to recant, 

This fordid League; and ſenſ-leſs Covenant. {, 

O that ſuch vileneſs ſhould affront che. Sun! 

VVould make a Corner bluſh to ſee it done 

VVhilſt almoſt mad as they, the People ranz:; ;+; 

To ſee a Sinner take a Publicans 


1 


[ 
d« 
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Upon a Camp ſhould have been 
\ | plaid,neer the black, houſe by Kirby 


for a Crown a piece, and was not. 


His morning when we came to ſee the Camp, 
Some had theCrotchers go',&lome the cramp» 
here are che pledges of this hor conteſt ? 
doudt in earneſt you were but in jeſt, 
e talk of Crowns, to heighten your renowns, 
nd meet like Princes, that contend for Crowns? 
Jut you did talk, and I as much dare ſwear, 
Df Crowns, when you in the Crown: Office were, 
\le makes a bargain,and claps haſty hand co'r, 
\nd when they cannot ſtand, they ſwear to Rand 
Tis well deſigns are oyer-night forborn, (tor. 
The Evening is too valiant for the Morn ; 
bodies are then coo narrow for their ſouls : 
oxes are beſt at burroughs, not at Goals. 
Yer ſav'd your credit I preſume, and coſt, 
here there is nothing laid, there's nothing loſt. 
ancaſhire Law, no lawful bargain makes, 
fe rob'd the hedges, if ye left your ſtakes : 
G 


4 


Or, 
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Or, if indeed you left your (takes in pawn 47 
Go ger your Spades, 8&%i-ch,where they are drawng; 
*T:s reafon you your Horſes necks ſhould force |y, 
Into the Coilar, ſince you draw our yours. In 
(ſerveſlq,, 
Well, thou that bro\t the march, thou beſt de W 
For legs and arins are in requeit in harveſt, 
Had you been ma 4d ? ye might have curſt you 
A Hzrrveil Lady does abhor a Cripple. (tiplq 6, 
Pue yer that none d:d Coat or Doubler doft, By 
Ax the black houſe ye cane but blewly off, |, 
Ropes that wau'd meer che ground can't draw | 
Ard yet a bair of the jame dog would do'c. ( toJa , 
They rend. zyous, and run away like men, hx. 
Wou'd Mr. Haiſct vere alive agens [ 


M 
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To Tom, Sharingzon , Comp 
. z Of 

mendatiocis to mine Hoſteſs, whetKic 
i 


his Mare was at Cure. 


Omnnmend us (Tem) to all at Bale, 
Wh::c once we dratk 3 Cup of Ale, 


$lol 
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, How does your good old friend thefts hue, 
"ISh has been a Mother to your Mare ; 
© [You may remember who I mean, 
In tru h, I have forgot-ber clean. 
*UForget her clean, how can I too, 
IW hom clean indeed I neyer knew, * 
Or, if I ever did, *cis yet 
ONS long ago; I may forget, 
PI know not but ſhe may be clean, 
By this, for ſhe was waſhing then. 
\nd, if ſhe be not ; No way but 
'JI o give her over for aSlar. 
OJAnd when e'er ber waſhing's done; 
Hang her and let her cloaths alone, 
Do you not call to mind the Kitchin, 
My Land!ady fate like a Wrech in. 
here where we did Mundungo ſmoak, 
No Guyme Pepper wou'd fo choak , 
T.xthing (except her Waſhbowl) could ; 
MIA ſenſe-coninfion with ic hold. 
Yon know the Cellar's Juſt between, 
efKicching and Stable, there I mean. 
here where vour ey2-ſore Mare turn'd taile, 
pon the bowſing ſub of Ale; 
\ nd with her loune did it ſupply, 
Faſt as mine Hoſteſs drew it dry, 
Where ſhe did bicten on the dung, 
Ard bake ic for 8 good Ale Bung, 
G 2 
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O ! if you chance paſs by her Door, 

T prithee (Tom) commend me to her : 

And ſend me word next Poſt,that I may tell 
Our Mother Damnable,ber Siſters well. 


h 
244424440421 £4444222.01 
Upon a great Windy A\ight. [© 


(lock mf 
THat time ſofe flumber in her armes di 
\ My Bed turn'd Cradle,and the Wind di 
(rock 
But fear of a dead ſT:ep me waking kept, 
The more thatTI was rock, the leſs I ſlept, 
Suſpicion bad me quickly quit my Bed, 
For fear I brought an ofd houſe on my head, 
Bur faſter than I could ger on my cloths, 
The unſeen winds from miſty caverns roſe, 
Tie Earth's deliver'd of a Timpanie, 
And all the Captives of her womb ſet tree, 
I eovy'd the inſtin& of Rats and Mice, 
T hat run away by their own Prophefees. 
Sometime I think, and that my dread reforms, 
Old houſes oftner fall in calms than ſtormes , 
Bur all chac Obſeryation could impart, 
Was blown up by an earthquake of my heart. 


It 
\r 
y 
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Thou God of winds ſaid I, ſome pitty have, 
And reeling (hips, and rotten houſes ſave. 
y Anchor bope fled with the flicting ſand, 
hilt 1 was almoſt caſt away by Land. 
he wanton figns did on wind-mulick play, 
&Vbilſt toctering currets cript chemſelyes away. 
air Edifices-in the furious ſtormes, 
Lelaps'd ro rubbiſh, and forgat their formes. 


- 


#3 $6 966 $6 $6 $0Y 0 GI 2256 
19)/{n EL: Gy upon old Freeman, 
1 #sd bardly by the Commutee, 
for lying in the Cathedral, and in 
Church-Porches,praying the Cont- 
mon-prayer by heart, &c. 


Ere in this homely Cabinet, 
Reſteth a poor old Anchoret 
pon the ground he laid all weathers, 
or as moſt Men, gooſlike on feathers, 
s, tor ſo indeed it came to pals, 
ie Lord ot Lords bis Landlord was, 
e liv'd inſteaGof wainſcoat rooms, 
- Ke the polleſt, among the combs, 
Tg G 3 As 


— 
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As by ſ6me Spirit thither led, 

To be acquainted with the Dead, 

Each morning from his bed fo hallow'd, 


He roſe, crook ap his croſs; and follow'd. 


To every porch he did repair, 
To vent himſelf in'Common:prayer,' 
Wherein he was alone devour, 
When preaching juſtled prayins our. 
In ſuch proceſſion, chro"gh the Cicy, 
Maupre the Devil and Commitcee, 

He daily went, for which he ſell, 
Nor into Jacob's, but Bridewell, 
Where you might ſee his loyal back, 
Red letter'd like an Alminack, 

Or, I may rather elſe aver, 
Dominickt like a Calendar. 

And him tryumphing at che harme, 
Having naught elſe to keep it warm, 
With Paul he always praid, no wonder ; 
The laſh did keep his fleſh ſtill unders 
Yet whipcord ſeem'd tg loole its ſting, 
When for the Church, dr.f6r the King, 
High Lovalty; in ſuch & dearth, , 
Cou'd bafle rorments wirh mean Earth, 
He did nor for his ſufferit;gs. paſs, 


Who, ſpighr of bonds, (til! Freeman was. 


"Tis well his Pate was weirher- proof, 
For Palace-l:ke it had no Root : 
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The hair was off, and 'twas the faſhion, 
The Crown being under Sequeſtration. 
Though bald as Time, and Mendicant, 
No Fryer yet, but Proteſtant. 

His head each Morning, and each Even, 
Was witer'd wich the dew of Heaver. 
He lodg'd alike,dead and alive, Bury'd on a Hill in 
As one that did his grave ſyrvive. the cleyſter yard, 
For he is ſtil;though he be dead, where he flepr, 
But in a manner pur to bed, fund himſelf with 
HisCabin being 2bove ground yet, his Head upon 
U:der a thin Turt-coverler, 4 Stones 

Pitty he in no porch does lay, 

T hat did in Porches ſo much pray ; 
Yet let him have chis Epitaph, 
Here ſleeps old Zacob Stone and Staff. 
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An EL ts v upon Sir Joſeph 
Payne, ſometimes Major and Col- 
lonel of the Train'd Bands of the 
City of Norwich, who dyed in 
Harvef$t. 


O falls a ſhock in ſeaſcn; Heayen we ſee, 
Has begun Harveſt then as well as we : 
Not wichout rain too, though in deep laments, 
Our Eycs our-vie the melcing Elements; 
Yet weep not; Foſeph is bur ſent before ye, 
The Grave his Zgpt is, the Heavens his Glory, 
Such was his juſt, and generons behayiour, 
Got him the Peoples loye and Princes fayour. 
To the Kings hand he owes his great renown ; 
But fill che merit of it to bis own. 
He was till Nature's oyl decay'd, a Lamp 
That did enlighten both che Court and Camp. 
Whilſt like che Orbs commanding from a far, 
He that our Pilot was, is now our Star. 
Which though by many ſphears divided hence, 
Goyerns this Ciry {till by jnflucnce, 
The 
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The ſolemn pomp that did attend his Herſe, 
Looke, as it death and eryumph had converſe, 
They parly, and deliberate of dying, 

With lighted Matches, and with colours flying. 
As if his Soul of honour ever tender, 

In ſpight of death, wou'd upon terms ſurrender, 
And bravely bray'd ic our, till like Offend, 
Nothing remain'd, but Rubbiſh co detend. 

With folded armes the men at armes marcht on 
As from the Vigory of Abſolon, 

The ſtand of Pikes their lofty heads did hide, 

And Swords like Bandaliers hung a to-fide. 

Muskets are charg'd,recoil from cff cheir Reſts, 

And Funeral-fire knocks at the Souldiers breaſts, 

At laſt chey roar it our as thicher led, 

Like the laſt Trumpec to awake the dead. 

Whilſt every Volly as it rends and raves, 

Foreſtals an Earthquake and preſents them graves. 
To Charity the way be nobly led, 

And dy'd to let us ſee ſhe was not dead. 

Bue what bis bounty, with the higbe(}. ranks, 

It was not known till it could kaow no thanks. 

That empty puff of praiſe he car'd nor for, 

The Benefa&or is God's Creditor, 

Before the Famin, Jo/eph layes up Corn; 

And milk provided is tor 6abes unborn. 

Juſt thus the God of Charity began, 

Firſt he made ready meat, and then made Man: 

Pure 
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Pure Eleemoſyne thus to evntrive, 
Like providence to keep the World alive, 
Mammon well laid out, mony wiſely given: 
Like Forein Bills paid ar firſt ſight in heaven, 
What canTI further add? here in a word, 
Lyes the Comptroller of the Gown, & Sword. 


&£3422224242:24444444 2 


An Elzcy Perpetuated to the 
Memory of Henry Terne, Eſq; 
Captain of the Triumph. 


Hus fell he at hard fates command, 
Yer like himſelf with Sword in hang, 
What pitty *ewas he could not git 
$© neer, as to make uſe of it. 
To try ir out with manly ſtrife 
Of Sword 1 He then had ſold his life, 
So dear a bargain to the Dutch, 
They ne'er had wiſht another ſuch ; 
He had ſo bandy-grip'd his foe, 
Bur Bullets no diſtinRtion know, 
For Canons are a like diſeaſe, 
To Clines, and to Pyrocles, 


Four 
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Four Spaniſh (hips at once hefought, 
Ard from 'um all che Garland brought. 
Burt afrerwards, ( pitty ſay I ) 

Where Cowards live, the Valizne dye : 
This Son of Honour laid his head, 
With honour, down on Honour's Bel, 
Ard certainly he wants no room, 
That has the Ocean for b:s Towb, 
Whom now in ſcorn of future harmes, 
The Seas embrace wich our-ſtretcht Armes. 
The Royal Herring brings his Crown, 
And at his Feet he layes it down : 
Ten Thouſand Dolphins next reſort, 
And play about to make him ſport, 
A Sea-Horle was his Horſe of State, 
For Champion, he a Sword Fiſh pate. 
And YNeptuxe, .coming to the place, 
Conyeits his Trident (© a Mace. : 
Only the Syrens from him ſwim, 
Afraid to be our-charm'd by him ; 
Thus high, orc low, be where he will, 
He's Captain of the Tryumph 7:11, 
Burz having chus the Ocean croſt, 

et me. now cell ye wi:ar we loſt. 
No Plummet could h'« L-arning ſourd, 
Alive, ahd cead ©, he's rrofound. 
So quality'd, 1e could prevail, 
Alike with Gown, and Coat of Mail. 
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He had a hand would all things ſute, 

Either the Sword, the Pen, or Lute, 

Thus we in one haye loſt all three, 

Apollo, Mars, and Mercurie. 

No morehen on the queſtion ſtand, Ge 
The Seas now richer than the Land. 

And we may well ſay Loyalcy, 

- Lies in the bottom of the Sea. 
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An ELuzsy upon the Right 
Iſor ſbipful Sir Thomas Rant. 


Ooks take your leaye of ſmiles ; let eyery eye 
Be dreſt in ſorrows ſaddeſt Liyery. 

Prepare for newes, for news that will depreſs 

Your Spirits with a load of Heavineſs, 

Where every Mourner cauſe has to be chief, 

There necds gradation to ſo great a prief ! 

He's faln, he's faln! a Man of that renown, 

The wonder, and the glory of the Gown, 

Whom Norfolk call'd (chat well bis learning knew) 

Laws Oracle, and Lord Chiet Juſtice too, 

Were caſes ne*er ſo nice, he needed noc 

With Alexander cut the Gordeon knot: 


His 
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Nis piercing Eye enlighten'd by his wit, 

What others tore a pieces could nnknie z 

Sach was his love to Juſtice too, that Mighe 

Could neyer boaſt the ViRory of Right. 

His Poiſe ſo juſt was, and his Scales ſo eyen, 

Men thought 4ſirea came again yy 

He till made Peace, deliver'd the Opreft, 

And therefore had the promiſe to be bleft. 

Thus,thus he liv'd,and went at his deceaſe, 

As a Peace-maker, to the Prince of Peace. 

He got enuft, and when enuff, did know, 

I wou'd all other Lawyers wou'd do ſo. 

Heaven, out of doubt(&heaven alone knows beſt) 

In kindneſs gave him his Fxietu eff, 
His charity, which with che beſt conipzres, 

He writ himſelt in living CharaQars. 

He has, as ic ſufficiently is known, 

Pcovided for more Widows than bis own, 

Learned he was, and Loyal too, if we 

Mayn'c rather ſay, Learning and Loyaltie. 

In ſumme, he ſuch accomplifhmenes engroſt, 

'Tis not one Ape can ſay what we have loſt. 

Well may we then go weep our fountains dry, 

And leaye a deluge for poſtericy. 
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An ELtcy upon Mes Ho- | 
bart, ®/; ; who dy'd the Friday | 
before good Friday. 


Hat time we thought our faſting almoſtdone, 
Another Lent our mourning has begun, 
A Leit two Fridays hath, both dy*d in blood, 
Ah me{ſweer Miles )the bad foreſtails the good : 
And yet, pleaſe you? wel both good Fridays ca!l, 
His for himſelf, our Saviour's tor us all. | 
He leſt no Widow to bedew his Hearſe, | 
Wirth truiclefs, if not hypocritick teares, 
Bur, as an Angel of a nobler Sphear, 
He was in this, as all things, fingular, 
Such wzs his lofty, and prodigious W it, 
No 7acov's ſtaff could cake the height of ir, 
And ſuch his candour, Tirus like, he ſenc 
None from his preſence ſad, or dil- onrent, 
So jſt, lo generous, ſo gentile was he, 
No Man can (ay, h'as loſt an Ecemy. 
Co:ches and numerous Horimen have wel. prov'd, 
How much lamented, and how much beloy'd, 
Who 
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Who thought ic not enuff at home to mourn, 
Bur many Miles rid weepins to his Urne; 
Where neither Braſs, nor Marble need be ſpent 
Name but 2iles Hobart, "tis a Monument, 


PE LITELEAITRE AL AELILESEEIALESS 


An Elegy pon the Reverend 
John Porter, D. D. and Prebend 
of Chriſt-Church in Norwich. 


' Star is falr, an Orb does diſappear, 

-\ Was late the glory of our Hemiſphear, 
So viſt his Learning, this all- knowing Man, 
Was lookt on as a | :ving Vatican. 

For Piety , he was ſo all divine 

T hat Meſes-like his very face did ſhine. 

His Loyalty I need not here maintain, 

His ſufferings ſhow he loy'd his Soveraign, 

But maugre Men and Devils, he laid down 

His head in peace, and with a ſilver Crown, 

Yet liv'd to ſee his Prince, and give God praiſe, 
For ten il/u{tr'0us Reſtauration dayes. 

His Sors all proſper, and his Daughrers are, 

L ke poliſkt Corners of the Temple, fair. As 
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As if indulgent Heayen intended he 
Should have amends in his Poſteritie. 
For his humility, this all Men know, 
Of parts ſo high, ne'er Man had mind more low, 


241424:44.4444443 4444.4: 
Upon a Red Face, 


/ RA Bucket ho! He ſhou'd be of the race, 
Ot Wiktam Rufus, by his rufull face, 

His Noſe according to the Herald: rules, 
Powder*d wich Ermins is, in a field Gules. 

His face elſe, which dees ſo with Rubies ſkine, 

A Jewellers ſhop is, and his Noſe the fign. 
When a black Sute his Taylor does him ſend, 

He is a Charcole lighted at one end. 

His bow-dye Flag in che Red-ſquadron place, 
But he ſhow'd a Fireſhip by his face, 
He is an Oliyarian, and no wonder, 
His precious looks, what are they elſe but plunder? 
For, as a Maxim, this have I held ever, 
That a red face is fign of a bad Liver, 
Yet to ſpeak truth, he has a Snout as fair, 
As rifing Sun, or Twrkey-leather Chair, 
And ſay no Coals, we from Newcaſtle get, 
His fiery tace wou'd roaſt a Joynt of Meat, 
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The Low Eſtate of the Low- 
Country Counteſs of Holland, on 


Her Death-bed, with the Advice 
of her Doflors, and Confeſſors. 


Ee how ſhe lies in poor diſtreſſed $eate, 
Whom all her Doors now Judge deſperate. 
Fain would her widen'd arms ſome comfort claſp, 
Bur comfort comes too late, at the laſt.gaſp, 
er Children, and her near Relations run, 
bout the Streets, and cry undone, undone |! 
And ſwear that the Phyſicians do not come 
o Cure, but ſend her co. her long, long home. 
The North-pole DoRor feels her Pulſe to be 
As feeble now, as her Authoritie : 
hoſe conſtitution ſometimes fince ſo good, 
ad ſhe been temperate ? ſhe mighe ſtil have (tood. 
ue with her Spice-box ſhe kept ſuch a coile, 
She heart her blood, and made it over-hboile. 
By which Diſtemper ſhe a Frenzy gat, 
And ſaid, and did at laſt ſhe knew not what, 
mn - | 


Nay 
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Nay She, in this Diſtemper of her Brain, 
Fancy'd ker (:1t (ole boveraign of che-Mainj- | 4 
A main miſtike indeed, like Dreams of baggs, | 
Or ſach, wear Rabes in ſleep, but riſe in rapps... 
She that on Pictures doted ſo, may here, 1 
Her ſelf the PiRure ſee of adear Year. © © | 
Next Dotftor'to a' Sirfeir does impte, - 1 
From her devouring £00 much Spaniſh Fruirz | 4 
And not digeſting Crudirties, he ſays, | 
Has-rurn'd the Butter in her Maw to greaſe, |5 
He ayes beſides, her Tongue is very tow!, 
And be is is the right on't, o' my. Soul ; f 
To gargle i ic, in vain ye go about, $ 
'Twill ne'er be clean, uncil it be clean out. I 
Nay, The the Scurvy has tod, and in trath, 
This laſt Sea Fight tias drawn out her laſt cooth 
Another ſays, *cis a malignant Feaver, _ 
Sprung from her falſer heart, and fouler Liyer ; 
The ferment ot her Storack pives it way, 
And it does on her yery Vicals prey, 
Hor-ſpur whips ot his Lance, to let her blood, 
Fr: -he her Malady well underſtood. 
+ Yer he an able NoQor .is, although 
With her, he's no approv'd Phyſician now. 
Hold, quoth a ſoberer Do&or,ſhe's too old, 
She's full a bundred, ang her days are told, 
Her blood is turn'd co a pituitous matter, 
She's Droplical, and drown'd in her own water, |. 
$1 
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She makes it freely, but no eaſe at all, 
| Alchough ic overflow the Urinal, 
os, | Next comes a whis! ing 'DoQor with a Vomit, 
_ Bur thar the graver ſort diſſwade hex from it, 
>” |Forit, alas, would but her griefs enhance, 
' | And make her ſpew out ber Iohabirancs : 
| Her lower Region under VVarter lies, 
; | And if ye draw it up, ſhe drowns and dies, 
| What then to her do ye intend to do? 
[She has a Feaver, and a Dropſic too, 
Her ſpirits that to haughty were are fled, 
And here ſhe bed-rid lies more than halt dead! 
She is departing, and the People juſt 
Ready to lay her honour in the duſt, 
Farewell Phyſicians, your too coſtly fees, 
Y0th 3 iave Bank-rupt her,and drawn her co the Lees, 
She's in a weak eſtate, and now time for 
r2 | An Application to her Conſeflor, 
*-| Who here, good Father, leans on the Bed-poſt, 
With extreme UnRion, Crucifix and Hoſt. 
od,| If any poſlidilicy appear ? 
To exorciſe the Deyil our of her; 
And beitg for her Helliſh aRiens ſorry, 
To pray her in ard out of Purgatory, 
Bur fbrive her cothe bottom ; when ſhe is 
Fir for the next world, ſhe is fie for this, 
But ſtay here comes a DoRor ſrom the Hague, 
2, |. A Soveraign DoQor cures her of her Plague. 
Sh = H 2 | She 
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She that but now was (inking, foon ſhall ſwim, 
Soon 3s ſhe ſwears ſhe will be rul'd by him, 
We hear chaCſhe bas done ic ; Then be ſure; 
Her very Refignation is her Cure, 
Who knows what yirtues in an Orange dwell ! 
An Orange only *tis, cou'd make her well, 
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TheRoyalRendezyous. 
Or, the Magnificence of His 
FR Majeſties Fleet. 


Leſs me ! where am I 7 to what Ruine bent 2 
I ſhould be by this moving Groy: in. Kens« 
Me choughte, I ſaw a City on the Seas, 
And by the Steeples told the Pariſhes. 
There might be as I gueſs, twice ſeventy ſeven, 
Whoſe Babe/ Towers were climbing upto Heaven, 
Their Language was contfuſton,and their breath 
Da: ken'd the Aire with ſentences of death. 
They ſcem'd as *ewere a ſtand of Pikes, or Trees 
That oyer-top the humble Coppices. | 
With 


_ 
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With theſe high cowring Maſts our Mu'e begins, 
And,where ſuch Sign-poſts are, whar are the 1uns? 
Thoſe Trojan Horſes, torm'd by Pallas charms, 
Nor ftuffd wich Garbidg, but with Men and Arms; 
Thoſe wooden Mountains,on the Navy M-in, 

As if che Gyants tought with Jove again, 

It Philip King of Spain did once call h's 
Invincible, what wou'd he think of this 

Away with Xerxes Chains, fond toolerie, 

'Tis ſuch s Fleet as this, fetters the Sa, 

You wou'd have thoughe that the cumulcuous flecd 
Was not ſo much an Ccean, as a Wood : 

And that vaſt womb of Ships, Foreſt of Dean, 
Scub'd by the Rebels, was grown up agen, 

A floating Iſland, a Realm did ſurpaſs, | 
Denmark and Dantzich for your choice of Maſts: 
I'm confident next Month we ſhall advance 
May-Poles enough to mak2 the Dutchmen dance, 
Did you bur ſee our Frigats, you would (wear, 
Norway had lefe ſcarce either Pitch or Tar. 

For Lzad, you wo.'d ſuppoſe here Darby was, 

For Iron Bilboe and Corinth for Bra s. 

And for proviſion, you wou'd think you were 

In e/£gypt co beho'd che Corn that's here, 
Brandy, alchough ſufficient, we decline, 

Spirics of Men are here, give Cowa, ds wine : 
And ſay, ſeven Provinces uniced be 

Each Ship of ours is a whole Co'onie, 

MR 3 And 
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And lofty Waves that as SpeQarors crowd, 
Honour'd wich ſuch a Flect,may well be proud. 
Whilſt both the Waters and the V Vinds agree, 
To ſwell our Sailes into a Tympan'e, 

YV Yhar ſhall we not be able chen to do, 

Thar have great Cgſar, and his fortunes too. 
And ſuperadded to this a Cauſe fo juſt, 

We micht co providence and cockboats truſt , 
Bur bleſt be Heaven, we have a Royal Fleer, 
Will make thoſe Pi&ure-mongers crouch eo ſee'c, 
Talk not of Tempus eft, Bacon's an Aſs, 

Our wooden Walls are ſtronger than his braſs, 


&&EZLSESLELSEEILELLEZLES 


Upon one Bacon Rob'd by a 
Red Coat. 


He time and place, hanger ahd hazard fet, 
And elYCombatanrs, Calyeſhead & Baton mer, 
Bacon let vp his brizz-cls, one wou'd pawn, 
Their lite ar,preſen*, Bacon bad been brawn, 
Y Yhcm the keen Souldier co lard, and ſ@ home. 
Laid at him, Bacoz way ail of a tome ; 
Y Yho 


d. 


ce, 
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VVhso Rtoutly thus retorted ; be n*c miſtaken, 
To ſtay your ſtomack, Sir, know I am Bacox, 
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Bacon was of good chear,aneeliought to beat him, 


Bur the rude Redcoat lookt as he wou'd cat him 
And being ſtomackfn}, be falls aboard, 

In which ſharp Conflict, Bacon loſt his fword, 
About his brains he brandiſhc his brighe flaſher, 
The very fight of Bacon made him raſher, 
And at each live, cartinpg at Bacen's bricch, 
Sixteen by honours, made poor Bacon Flirch, 
The Son of Iron follow'd, hackt, ard chopr, 
Bacon was fat, and in che broil he drope. 
VVho now his Belly full of figtting gor, 
Never alas, went Bacou ſo to Pot | 

Tormented thus in his own greaſe, he fries 
Poor Bacen turning up the Epgs of 's Eyes. 
And, ſeeing that che Souldier wes ſo teafty, 
Bacon repented he had been ſo reaſty. 

For now he knew not whar bimtelf co do with, 
Bacon, alas, had ne'er a hamme to go with, 

The Souldier from his bones the filzſh had caken, 
And made a yery Sparrib now of Bacon. 

At length the Souldier having out of meaſure, 
Larded his leanneſs with fat Bacon's treaſure, 
Away marche off chat Rogue ot the red liſt, 
Whom, to his coſt, Bacon had greaz'd ith' fiſt. 
Bacon hoy'd home too, bur he cou'd not gallop, 


' A manmight ſee Bacon had loſt a Collop, 
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But how muſt Bac6n now recruit this Lent ? 
VVhy Bacon muſt to Peaſe incontinent. 

To change condirions, Bacon did deſire, 

Our of che Frying-pan, into the Fire. 

Bur it had been, had he been wiſe to hear ? 
Butter for Bacon be had ne'er been there. 
V'Vho can but. pitty what che whole deſtroyes ? 
Neyer was Bacon lic'd ſo in a froiſe ! 

Bur e're he meer again ſuch ewo-edg*d talk, 
Bacon ſwears he'l be hang*d upon a bawlk: 
And chat he might the powers above acquaint, 
Poor Bacon took him to his Gridiron= aint : 
Yer when at laff che matter up was taken, 

The Souldier got many a Pound of Bacon, 


22&22224L LEES SESEELLSE: 
Upon the New Vizor Mak. 


Have an Offering to Lucinda's Lipps, 

And wou'd, but cannot pay't, for the Eclipſe, 
That keeps off my benighted Eye, I mean, 

The Curtain chart divides it from the Scene, 

Why ſhould che fair purſue the ſmoke ? your brow 
Shews Woman is a double ſhadow now, 


The 
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LOG; 
The Raven's billing with the milky Dove ; 
And Yulcar's kifling of the Queen of Love, 
The Swan bas clape ber foot upon ber face, 
Nor can I une for this Cloud embrace, 
Thy fair face blemiſhe with ſo foul a blot, ; 
Is like a China Diſh in a b!ack Por. , * WF » 
The fight portends at leaft a Funeral, 
Where beauty lies under a Velvet Pall. 
Here we a Deity nnknown adore, 
And dig for Silver bury'd in its Ore, 
Why ſhoul#R load a fruitful face with ſoil? _. 
Thy beams-are brighter chan to need chae foil. * 
Ler Barts, and Owles beg eye-ſalve of the dark; ) 
I cannor ſee my Daphne for her bark. 107 
Say (my Lucinda) for whar diſcontent; 2 
Keep thy all Roſie cheeks ſo tri a Lent? 
Say, is thy tace, which chou doſt ehus diſguiſe, 
In mourning tor the Murders of thine eyes > 
If chat be fo? (ſweeteſt) 1 ſhould.he proud, 
To lend thee mine, as Conduits to this Cloud ? 
Or, if thou hadſt reſoly'd, nor ro be ſeen? 
A frown to me had more than midn'ghe been. 
Cr, hadſt chou envy'd me that happy fight ? 
Why didſt not blind me with redundant light'? 
But, if ro hide deformity? then croud 
Tcn thouſand patches more 1ato the cloud, 
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A Vindication of the Vizor. 
Mask, 


Hen trouble me no more, but go and ask 
& Aſtronomers why Luna wears a Mask. 
Or, why the Stars, that of themſelyes are bright ? 
For want of ſhadows, make a Mask of Light > 
If, as to theſe, you ignorance conteſs, 
How dates your rudeneſs then attach my dreſs ? 
Whoſe Subterfuge, I cake but in Extreams, 
Of the Face-ſullying foggs, and ſulcry beams. 
In ſofteſt skins my tender hands I caſe, 
And wou'd you haye me weather-beat my face ? 
Bur hold ; che faſhion moves you, it appears, 
"Caufe jt wants tape to rack ic to my cares. 
Oc cauſe ic wants, and that's the cauſe I doube, 
My Grandum's Chin-cloth here, to cke it our, 
No, I ſhall pue my Mask on here, and faye 
My Muffer for my portage to my Grave. 
A fuitsble, though ſubtle field's my Vaile, 
Richer by far than yours, parte per pale, 
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You ſay it:coyers both, my Cheeks and Chin, 
And te'l me; pray Sir, are not they a kin ? 
But here's the matter makes my Mask unmeet, 
It hides my face, 'tis like when yoa wou'd feet, 
It ſo? I am, and with a juſt Excuſe, 
In pitcy co your weakneſs, a Recluſe. 
For fearing a Surprize, my Fact I hid, 
Leſt 1 ſhould tempt you with the fruir forbid. 
You fay you know me not, what rhen ? the Tree 
Of Knowledg has a Root of Miſerie. 
You cell us thouſand ſtories in your Books, 
That Women wound ye with their yery looks. 
Mine may be ponyards for ought you e're ſaws 
And are you angry that I do nor draw ? 
Miſchiets have Dragons Eyes, be wiſe, and keep 
Pandora's Box ſhut, and let Lions ſleep. 
Be we ſo fool-hardy, and fo fond of death, 
To dare our Steel, that flumbers in its heath F, . 
Conſider bur, ic is as ſafe to ſhare, 
Upon a Baſilisk, as her that's fair, 
And have no bope ; if ſhe be otherwiſe ? 
Her Mask is then a mercy to thine Fycs. 
Say I am to a ſtate of Marriage come, 
Do I not well co keep my Face at home ? 
Or, it unmarry'd; cell me why I ſhould, 
Keep open ſhop, where nothing's to be ſold; 
Given, or parted with; bur fay there were z 
Belieye it, 'tis but ro one Cuſtomer > 


And 
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And tadire& himto this heart of mine, 

I need not ſer my Face out for a ſign. 

Thus Maid or marry'd fair, foul, what you will, 
The Yizor-Math carries 8 fayour ſtill, 
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by 


o One that told Me, He had 
Three Heads, 


( Head, 

6 hey heads (dear Wil.) you run too much a 

If Cerberus you were ; yeu had well ſe'd. 
A Serpent, which we Amphubena call, 
Repore allows ewo heads, buc char is all ; 
VVich this they ſay that ſhe does forward go, 
And with that, backward , ſure you do not fo. 
| m—_— muſt confeſs two Faces had, 

et cotwo faces, he had but one Head. 

But you have chree, or elſe you tell a lic, 
Do they like Hydra's heads pray multiply ? 
Come rant no more at ſuch unlikely ſtrains ; 
One head enuff is (Will.) co hold your brains. 
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Upon a Heoſier that carry d Hu 

| Wife to gize Hor a Lobſter, and 
lockt Her np in an Apothecarie's 
Houſe, pretending her mad, where 
She was kept Fourteen Days with 
Bread and Water. . 64 


We: this the Lobſter that you meant her pray? 
, Well, I commend ye, you did claw't awgy. 
You Lady, and the Lobſter's Lady met, _ 
Bur there was too much vinegar.at the Treat, 
Yer by your binding to the good behayiour, 
*T was not a Lobſter, but a Crab you pgaye her, 
Was this co give your Wite a chearly doſe,-” xy 
To carry her abroad to keep her cloſe? © 
Whom heayen made one, thus to divice, you are 
Worſe than two Stockings, for they make a paire, 
Was this the way think you to tame a ſhrow? 
Beſhrow my hegzt, I cannot think it ſo, F 
0, 
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No, no; it was in ſuch a treacherous ea(e, 

The way to fit a VVoman for the Place. 

And, if ſhe (till her wonted troth retain ? 
She's mad indeed, then, ſend her back again. 
Woukd you your wite, alive, thus bury'd haye # 
"Cauſe Jealoufic is cruel as the Grave, 
Sure, having been ſo long your wife, it might 
Have quenche that brand, and others appetite. 
Come, come, I doubt, you chus made ſure of her, | 
To make your ſelf more ſafe Adulterer, | 
But-for the ' Pothec ary, may it be ſaid, 

A fool for once in his own Mortar braid. 

And may the Man that won'd ſo fain have had 

His F/: diſtra&ed,.be Himſelf Horn-mad, 


Cornu petit ite Caveto, 


| GACLAAAATAEAAGRIATAA 
Pally: mn ore Sedet. | 


=o pitegs, lgoks may happly-mioye 
Compalſion'in Me, neyer Loye. 


Shail-f bow down, or kneel to that," 

"Which ſeems to me inznimate, 

So while I to, my ſuce addi& her, 
I pray with Papiſts co a Pitires © 
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Do ye not fee how meager-death, - 


Seems through her Organs to Rea! breath 2 


As Sutcubus had from the duſt, 

Reard her-to gratify his Luſt, 
Tell me pale Phebe, do'nt you climb 

Old walls to banquer on the Lyme. 

I know you love ſach Feſtivals, 

Your white-waſhe cheeks reſemble walls. 

Say Mother -piteous, do you not | 

For Oatmeal, rob the Porridg-pot ? 

Run you not into private holes, 

To break your Faſt wich Salt, andiCoals 2 

I might a thonfand knacks repeat, 

What could.I name, but you wou'd eat ? 

In ſhame whereof, your blood refrains 

Your Checks, and larks within your-yeines, 

Until it be Skbpena'd thence, 

By your flagitious Conſcience. 

Nor are you Lilly like, but fallow, 

And fappy-cotntenanc'd, like tallow, 

For when your dripping Noſe' you handle, 

You ſeem to me to ſnuff a Candle, ' 

And they that keep you reap diſgrace, 

Whilſt Men read Famine on your Face, 

Nature's befieg'd, and all her pores 

Odſtrufted, block up her recourſe, 

Nor can ſhe ſuch improyement feel, 

In Allome Poſlet, or crude Reel, 


TIth 
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To whom, alss, there's nothing can 

Be ſo-EffeRual, .as . Man, 

VVhat need we then care for ſuch Wiyes ? 
That marry but co ſave their Lives, 

He muſt as much, that weddeth thee, 
Thy DoRor, as thy Husband be, 


No, Ile to Tavern, where being come, 


The firſt 'Attendane (hews a Room. 
The next preſents glancing Laſs, 
Like Venus in a Venice=Glals. 

V Vith chat I knock, and as ſame ſprite, 
I conjure'up pure Red, and Whice. 
My Circle*s a round Table; And, 

In midſt thereof does Hymen ſtand, 
VVith a lighe Tapour, when I call, 

To Celebrate my Noprtiall. 

Here do I a French Madam place, 
And there a ſweet-lipt Spainiſh Laſs. 
Here all in whice a Lady dances,' 

And there in Red another -glances.- 
And, leaft mine Eye. want freſh delight, 
Here ſets Claretca, Red, and V Vhite. 
Nor do [ Complement. I tro', 

But tell *um plain, tis. ſo, and fo, 

They ſtruggle not, nor are they Coy ; 
Bur, I may what I. will. enjoy ; 

No, there's no Coile made for, a kiſs, 
Though melting, melting, melting Blyſs, 
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No ſhifting from the friendly Cup, 

But I may freely all take up. 

And in each face, if I ſo pleaſe ? 

I'e coure mine own Effigies- 

Who would not then on this Stage a& Narciſu, 
Where lively Lips ſo ſweetly ſay come kiſs ug. 
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Upon One pretending to Treat 
His Wife with a Lobſter, and put- | 
ting of her in Lobſpound : 


(1) 
Ews (Sirs) News from near the Exchange, 
News indeed, and wonderous ſtrange, 
And what makes me the bolder. 
It is a tory of an Af, 
hen Oliver cook Horſeback, was 
His Scirrop-hoſder. 


C2] 
is Wife, whom he ſuſpeR&ed Lighe, 
c t0-4 Lobſter did invite, 
But ſhe found no ſuch matter: 
be fe: I . For, 
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For, when unto the Place ſhe came, 
To treat Her Palate with the ſame, 
Deile a bit, but Bread and Water, 


[3] 


Unto an Apothecary, 
Did the Hofer his Wife carry, 
Stockt with neither groat,nor teafſter : 
Where a Fortnights famiſhmene, 
She found, and « lean-jaw'd Zeng, 
When ſhe lookt for full-mouth'd Effer, 


[4] 


Thus this woful, wicked Scab, 
For a Lobſter, gave a Crab, 


Her Husband did ie for the nonce, 
And tore the Fleſh ſo from her bones, 
He ſcarce cou'd know her, when he faw her! 


[5] 
Did ever *Pothecary think, 
To Cure her wich ſuch Diet-drink ? * - 
A cruel, curs'd Cronmellian ! 


Though 


-'A Crab that did ſo claw Her FM 
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Though he falſe Knave, was in the Plot, 
Alas good Woman, ſhe was not, 
Nor in the leaſt Rebellion. 


[6] 


What pitty is it then, that the 
Should ſuffer for his Jealoufie 
Whom ſhe had neyer injur'd : 
Becauſe he at Bull-feather Fair, 
Had met a parcel of ſuch Ware, 
Such Bread, was too much ginger'd. 


[7] 


Is this the way to tame a ſhrow? 
Believe me, I can'c think ir ſos 
No wanton, nor no gadder; 


| This was a courſe ſo curs'd, ſo {ad ; 


Thar, if indeed ſhe had been mad? 
It muſt haye made her madder; 


[3] 


[Was this the way he did intend, 


The manners of his Wife co mend ? 
I like not ſuch forecaſting : 


I 2 For 
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For I am aimoſt of the mind, 
That he this roguery defign'd, 
To find her freſh and faſting, 


C9] 


Might I now but have my will, 
I wou'd throw away my Quill, 
And equal to his merie: 
I wou'd to a Conduir bring, 
T his crackt, and craſje, horn-mad thing, 
And fouce Him tor a ſpirit 


[10] 


Bat He's frch a Knave in grain, 
Water wou'*d be ſpent in vain. 
No, no, he has a debtor ; 
T hat is an offended Wife, 
Will requite bim to the liſe; . 
And who can do it better ? 


- wu 
" 


= bb 1 Cie; 


POEMS. 


S'0 MN A 
C13 


© ſince we are met, 
And a round, a round ſet, 
Freſh Joyes to beget; 
Come, bleſs my right band with a Bowl, 
A health to che King, 
And him that will bring, 
The like Offering, 
*Tis he, cis he is an honeſt Soul. 


[2] 
No Coff:ze we uſe, 


Our ſelves to abuſe, 26 


With plotting falſe Newes, 

Then fill up my Glaſs ro che brim: 
In duty, and kindneſs, 

All health to bis Highneſ;, 

And to his Foes, Finis : 

Till my Tongae like his Squadrons fin, 
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117 
98 58 ID + 2 059 0: 


Now 
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Now in the Seas bottome, 

er the Dutch beſor *um, 

Till we bave forgor "um, 

And tumble and toſs to and fro: 
Like Vicors I think, 

Now our Pockets chink, 

>Tis juſt chat we drink, 

Since the Dutch are dead-drunk below. 
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A Conteſt at the Hoop-Tavern 


between two Lawyers. 


Wo Lawyers had of late a Tavery- Jarr, 

And as *ewas made,”'ewas try'd at Bacchus Bar 
The 7 «ry, Pints, and Qartcs, and Portles were, 
Each of a quick and underſtanding Fare, 
Brought in their Verd.&, which no ſooner paſs'd, 
Bur chat the Lawyers they themſelves did calt, 
$'r Burdeux Clarer, Whice, Signiour Canary, 

Sic Refncld Rheniſh, with a Ce: tiorary, 
Whipt 


—_ .----C--.- 
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Whipe np my Youths,(8& they ye know were able) 


This into el'Chimny, cthac beneath the Table, 

Where They lay both, inſtead of a demur, 

So foxt, that neither, in the caſe, could ſtir, 

They might have elſe a Writ of Error got, 

But, O the Error of the Pottle-pot ! 

Both over-chrown,and on their backs now laid, 

Let the Sute fall, and their own charges paid. 
And chus,though Weſtminſter make Clients ſtoop, 
The Lawyers Caſe was aker'd at che Hoop. 
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An ELecy upon Mrs. R. H 


who dyed for Lowe of a piteous 
perfideons Presbyterian. 


Nhappy Maid ! in this yet, ever bleſt, 
Paid Love, and Nature, Debt, and Intereſt. 

This happens not co common Souls, none ſave 
The Noble-minded, love-deep as the Grave. 
Diſdain did ſmother what ſhe elſe had ſpoke, 
And to prevent complainc, herhearr-ltrings broke ; 
Tamely ſubmitcing co her ſtubborn fate, 
Leſt Love abs'd ſhould end in equal hate. 
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In this ber Deſtiny ſeem'd kind, and witty, 
Since be could ſlight his taith, ro ſcorn his pitty; 
Love, love'y Maid, like Lightning came to thee, 
D:floly'd the Steel, and ſet the Scabbard free, 
Baie minds had never underſtood his quirks, 

Or Objecs capable his Magick works. 

Her pailion ſhe did in her boſome choak, 

The flame was fo all-pure, there was no ſmoak; 
Her looks ſhe did to her concerns eſtrange, 

As her outfide were ignorant of her change. 
For as thoſe Apples, which we Sodom call, 

She flouriſhr in the inſtanc of her fall. 


But, that the Obje& of her love was ſuch, 
So inconſiderable, troubled me much ! 
To rob her of her ſelf, and honour too, 
What is't a Presbyterian will not do ! 
Yer do not pitty her, though ſhe be dead, 
A Grave is ſafer, than a Traytor's Bed. 
A miſcreant, at Ends ſo baſe did drive , 
Wou'd not permit her very Name ſury:ye. 
Go, go, perfideous wretch, thy tate abide, 
Fate that will find thee double homicide. 
Yer, if thou canſt: (I doube ic though) farewell ; 
But Conſcience is a Prolopve to thy Hell. 
Whilſt love'y Rachel has ſhakt off this life, 
To be morc happy, than to be a Wite, 


Since 


vs; 


— 
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Since men turn women, and inconſtant prove, .- 
More welcome Death, chan either life, or loye; 
Be this recorded for all dainty Dames, _. -.- 
Here lies a Maid martyr'd.in-her own flames. - . 


PEPPEEEFFEED DEFPEDEY 


A. B. To an Old Woman'was 
afraid He would fteal her Daugh= 


ter, who was ugly, and crooked as a 


Sythe, and Light withall. 


Teal, did{t thou think? and fuch a one as ſhe? 
I'd hang my ſelf then for ſuch telonie : 

My breeding makes me civil, even to them, 
Whom piety commands me not contemn 
Bur. to make ſerious love to ſuch a one, 
Pigmaleon-like, I'd ſooner court a Stone, 
Preterimperf«& picce. who wou'd come nigh her ? 
Warpt a to fide witli: ber ow:: hot deſire. 
Such a misſhap't, ſuch a ſhip-timber'd quean, 
An ill-grown crotch, of the Foreſt of Dean, 
A bunch-backt Camel, or a ragged Staff, 
An obje& cou'd not make me love, buc laugh ? 
She's Nature's Paradox, Form's hypocrite, 
For ſhe too crooked is, and yet too right. 


Im 
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I'm not for Dolphin ſtamp, nor will I be 
Pur off with ſuch a Fonr-penice hal*pennie* 
No, (Debers) thou Daughter of old Ace, 
T love nor high and low, a wench of Wales; 
The ſecond off-ſpring of the curled Ocean, 
Whofe Body ſhows its bendy-wavy motion, 
Sure Nature thee did for ſome Pedlar make, 
And gave thee this thy Budget at thy back, 
Deb: thy affe&ion on ſome other hurle, 
I am not bent to wed a crooked Girle, 
Bur, if againſt my will, thou wile be mine ? 
We'l wed at Bow, and at the Dolphin Dine. 
Of this, be fure I ſhall have ſcold enufF;, 
For,though ſhe hold her #ongue, her back will buff, 
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Ut now, to pump our Poſthume Elegies ? 
Fye, fye ; we bur blaſpheme his Obſequies. | 
No more, my Muſe, for it oar noiſe increaſe, 
His yery duſt will bind us to the peace ; 
Woaldſt 
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Wouldſt thou revive his happy Memory ? 
And make Immortal that which cannot dye ? 
No, no, Uranis; there remains no more, 
But to Excuſe what we did not before: 

Let what is truth, giye us this Juſt relief ; 
We could nor wrice at preſent for our grief, 
Our ſighs were deeper than his duſty Bed, 
And Fancy from the Face of ſorrow fled. 
Whilſt every heart ſo ſunck beneath its moan, 
Te might, for heavineſs have been his Stone, 
Nay now, even now, after ſo many years, 

I drown my Eyes and Paper with my tears, 


Of which, a Floud has blinded me ſo ſore, 
As his,though cold, and cloz/d,can be no more. 


Sleep on dear Duſt, alchough with Head full low; 
Our Friend h'as paid that Debt to Nature now: 
That You, and I, and all Men liying owe, 
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The Woman's Warre; Or, the 
Durc beat to Dirt by the 
Frowes, 


Ut zre the Hogan Mogan grown ſo tame, 
The Belgick Lyon made the Womans game? 

Sbal! chus che troward Frowes with Buſting ladle, 

Unfſtate the States out of the ſtately Sadle? 

Are they ſo childiſh grown? ſo dead i'ch Neſt, 

They muſt again by Women be undreſt ? 

To what a daring height will chat Sex grow, 

If Lords, like Infants, muſt be ſwaddel'd ſo? 

What, is che Starhouſe then turn'd School?that they 

Muſt have School-miſtreſſes their Points untie. 

Are theſe rhe Chair-women to ſweep the Rome ? 

I ſear me,they have ſwept it with Trump's broom. 

Who would a Sweeper of che Sea have bin, 

But Reiormation they at home begin , 


For 


%W 
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For theſe Virago's having other Ends, | 
Did their qwn Stathouſe firſt of Cobwebs cleanſe. 
Frowes, that in private Houſe no dirt endure, 
Will not allow it in che Publick ſure, 
VhH9 then knows whether the Precedencie, 
Eeiougs to velour, or good huſwiterie (Lord, 
Tie word quoth Frow, and then ſhe beards the 
Strange Army fure,where Women ask the word!- 
The word, the Souldiers guard, to Women give ! 
Nay, chea truſt Aqua Vite in a Sive, 
They ask the word? I wou'd have given *um nonte 
Women will give a hundred words for one: ; 
I ſhoa!d have thought, ſoon as they were fo bold, 
To 2k che word, they meant forth-with to ſcold. 
Give 'om the word ; Give 'um the Breeches too t” 
Cuſtoue has taugh: che Sex firſt give ir you. 7, 
Come, come, the Proverb our belief does Ww . 
Woman has other weapons than her tongue, 
Doubtleſs their duty they do much negle&, 
Where Men do ill,and women muſt corre&. 
If Hus>ands thus be under hatches pent ? 
Next News will be a Woman-Parliament. 
Where all for order-ſake muſt one of courſe, 
Bells ring the Ropes, and the Cart draw the Horſe, 
What chen? you mult a ſecond Chaos ſee, 
Of all things in the Female Anarchie, 
The fervile Sex the nobler will decreſt; 
And turn Low- Country Amazons at leaſt. 
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Where Hercales himſelf moſt once again, 
Lay by bis Club, and wich bis Diſtaff ſpin. 
What is'c the Dutch muſt not of out-rape feel, 
When Holland Gorgets are turn'd into ſteel. 
What can expected be, where Females ſway, 
Where they have ſworn,and ought too, to obey 
Men, that ſhould be the head,mutt be the taile, 
When Petticoats put on the Coat of Male, 
If chns the Ladies lead the Lords a dance, 
No $S4ladine muſt any ſhirt adyance. 
;T he Hog an Frowes would now,(O pretty ſport) 
Becauſe they kept the Shop well, keep the Court, 
The Engl; Dames that once ſubdu'd the Danes, 
With honour were rewarded for their pains : 
Whereat the Frowes to make their glory ſuch, 
Won'd Dane their Lords and do for them as muct, 
You'd theſe be thought the Soyeraigns of the Seas | 
rds,chus Bear-garden'd with Mal-Cut-purſes ? 


If Women thus break the Republick pate ? 
Faith, we muſt have a Riding for the Stare. 


Mart. Ep. Hec jam faminea vidimus ata many. 
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